
        
            [image: cover]
        

    

 




Fifty Shades of
Kreme

by Kris P. Kreme

 


 


Published by Kris P. Kreme
at Smashwords

 


Copyright 2015 Kris P.
Kreme

 


 


 


 


Discover other titles by
Kris P. Kreme

at Smashwords.com

 


 


 


 


Smashwords Edition, License
Notes

 


 


This ebook is licensed for
your personal enjoyment only. This ebook may not be re-sold or
given away to other people. If you would like to share this book
with another person, please purchase an additional copy for each
recipient. If you’re reading
this book and did not purchase it, or it was not purchased for your
use only, then please return to Smashwords.com and purchase your
own copy.

 


Thank you for respecting the hard work
of this author.
















All characters are 18 years of age
or older






Fifty Shades of
Kreme

by Kris P. Kreme

 


Welcome to the 200th Kris P. Kreme
book, welcome to Grey Manor. No Kreme epic has dared to take
readers on a journey so massive in scale, to a destination so
mysterious in nature. After a bus carrying fifty seniors breaks
down, they find themselves at the home of an eccentric billionaire
named Mr. Grey. This man has one rule, a warning. The rooms on the
second floor of his colossal home are off limits. There, behind
twenty-five doors lies control, given, taken... unknown. Giving
into curiosity, pairing up, all fifty students will soon discover
the surreal secrets in those rooms, ones which will forever change
them and unleash passions no control can handle.

 


Welcome… To Fifty Shades of
Kreme…






Chapters






The Beginning






Maggie and Miller
Alana and
Ethan






Nina and Tyler Bambi and
Carter






Lorelei and Ryan
Abigail
and Connor






Megan and Linus
Kari and
Brent






Shannon and Quentin
Bianca
and Austin






Alicia and William
Mamie and
Jared






Beth and Adam River and
Kurt






Carmen and Evan
MaryJane
and Cory






Bree and Gavin Patience and Owen






Carissa and Camden
Reilly and
Grant






Sela and Gareth
Laurel and
Miles






Tatum and Lee Katelyn and
Jimmy






Alexis and Caleb

 


The Conclusion


 


 


Fifty Shades of
Kreme

by Kris P. Kreme




 


The Beginning

 


 


 


There are situations in this world you
can control, and then there are situations over which control is
impossible, over which the simple safety net of one knowing the
outcome just does not exist. It was a situation like that which
befell the man behind the wheel of the rickety old school bus as
the sun was just dropping to that blinding point in the
sky.

 


“Hold on, everyone,”
Joseph shouted, bracing even himself as the bus fishtailed nearly
to one side, the engine groaning, the wheels locking up, the old
vehicle sputtering perhaps the last breaths of life left in a far
too long life.

 


The old highway wasn’t much better
than the bus which now parked crookedly alongside it. Worn spots
and cracked pavement gave way to full blown potholes, a road many
forgot about, a stretch of travel rarely used. Yet Joseph had tried
it, based purely on getting his passengers back to the high school,
back to the suburbs, ironically taking the return route from the
city through the most barren and untraveled countryside.

 


“How serious is
it?”

 


The words were spoken by perhaps the
one saving grace in a job like this, Joseph thought, the one
possible exception to the annoyance and nerve-fraying that a bus
full of teenagers would almost certainly bring. He leaned over the
steering wheel, sighed as the steam rose up from underneath the old
dented and beaten yellow hood, then turned and forced something of
a pleasant expression towards the dark haired teacher.

 


“She ain’t goin nowhere
wi’out some serious lookin to,” he said.

 


Mrs. Penelope Price or Penny as most
of her students knew her frowned. This had been the one outcome to
chaperoning a field trip to the city she never anticipated needing
to be prepared for. Naturally, who would ever expect to get broken
down in the middle of nowhere when heading to and from the busiest
part of downtown?

 


“Great…” she sighed,
ignoring the blurred together conversation of exactly fifty
teenagers behind her. “You ever even been this way before?” she
asked. “I mean, do you know about where we are?”

 


Joseph shrugged, swung around in his
seat and folded his hands. “We’re on route 13, bout halfway back I
s’pose.”

 


Penny ran several fingers through her
long dark hair, shaking her head as she couldn’t help but smile.
“Fitting isn’t it, route 13, apparently the most unlucky route to
travel.”

 


Joseph smiled, but mostly in response
to seeing the pretty young teacher smiling. He shrugged
again.

 


“Well, better call back
and see if they can send another bus out, or at least someone to
repair this one,” she said, opening her purse and digging through
for her phone.

 


“School only has this’ol
bus, been tellin em fer years she needs ta be scrapped. Ain’t much
need fer buses no more at a school as small as ours,” Joseph
said.

 


Penny was holding her phone up as the
old bus driver spoke. “I’m sure they can contact another school,
have a bus company sent out. I mean the kids have to get home; it’s
getting dark.”

 


Joseph shrugged again, the one gesture
he seemed fully practiced at, his only knowledge about this
situation that it was coming for a long time, the years having run
out for this particular old bus almost forgotten even by him. “I
reckon it ain’t gettin dark so much as it’s gettin set ta storm,”
he mumbled as Penny let out a short curse beneath her
breath.

 


“Shit… dammit,” the
usually very controlled and proper young teacher said. “You get a
signal on your phone? I’m getting nothing at all, not even one
bar.”

 


“Ain’t never been one for
those cellular phones, ma’am,” Joseph said, offering his now
well-practiced shrug.

 


Both of them heard the rumble in the
distance, a giant rolling boulders across the cloudy sky. At the
sudden flash of lightning flickering across the sky outside, even
the talkative teenagers quieted down for a moment, their excitement
about the breakdown broken up by impending genuine real world
concern for how this situation might turn out.

 


“Crap,” Penny whispered,
speaking more hushed towards Joseph. “We have fifty students on
board, the entire senior class, fifty students I alone am
responsible for. We have to figure this out.”

 


Joseph leaned forward, watching the
very first light rain drops spatter against the cracked glass of
the old windshield. The sky was ominous, darkened but not too dark
to see the surrounding trees, the lonely stretch of route 13 almost
never traveled this time of day. He only knew it from back when he
was a child, back decades ago when his papa used to take him
hunting in the endless forest, the wooded rolling hills.

 


“There be a place, maybe
they kin help,” he hesitantly said, turning back to the pretty if
stressed face of Penny Price.

 


“A place, what place?”
Penny asked, finally giving up on her phone, tossing it with a
frustrated anger back into her purse.

 


Joseph sighed and pointed back behind
her, most of the fifty boys and girls behind her looking where
Joseph pointed as she did. “Bout a mile back, saw a road head’n
off; think’n it was a private drive,” he said.

 


Penny looked back past the students,
out the back window of the old bus, the emergency door of the old
vehicle literally tied in place with layers of duct tape. “Someone
lives out here?”

 


Joseph nodded. “Not too sure but kinda
looked like it ta me. Prob’ly have a phone though, bein as they
live out here.”

 


Penny slumped back against her seat,
the wind picking up and howling through the many small holes in the
ceiling of the old bus. Decades of abuse, of pelting hail and
storms, of sitting constantly out in the elements had taken their
toll on the vehicle. It was hardly a surprise that the bus broke
down, hardly a surprise something like this happened. The bad
timing of it all was simply something nobody controlled, something
over which the simple idea of control didn’t exist.

 


She had to control the response
though, Penny thought. She had to maintain control in an
uncontrolled situation and that meant she decided what to
do.

 


“Kids, everyone… can you
check your cell phones, just really quick are any of you getting a
signal?” Penny asked, standing from her seat, keeping her head
ducked just a little due to the cramped old dented low
ceiling.

 


Conversation built up to a muffled
garble once again, fifty eighteen year olds shifting as they dug
through pockets or purses, finding their various phones and then
fighting for space to hold them up as close to fifty phones glowed
to life in the decrepit old bus.

 


Only one word seemed to ring clear in
the noisy sound of teenagers chatting amongst each other. Nothing…
nothing, Penny thought, and that right there left little option but
to try what Joseph seemed to be suggesting.

 


“Joseph, one of us is
going to have to walk back to that spot you saw, see if they can
get a call in to the school,” Penny said.

 


More thunder rumbled, streaks of
spiderweb lightning crackling across the foggy sky.

 


For a moment, the bus grew silent,
students looking out the rattling windows, then several girls short
bursts of shrieks caused both Joseph and Penny to turn. Rain was
dripping in through rusted old holes in the ceiling, holes which
ordinarily just provided a nice breeze on a trip such as this. As
the girls shifted to keep from getting soaked, Penny bit her lower
lip and looked back at Joseph.

 


“I need to stay with the
students, you think you can make the hike alone?”

 


Joseph frowned. “I reckon ah could,
ma’am, but yall prob’ly don wanna be here iffin the storm get
bad.”

 


Penny leaned forward, still standing,
still hunched a bit by the lower curved ceiling. The way she
hunched she barely brushed her chest against the side of Joseph’s
seat as the man remained focused and never swayed his concerned
gaze from her eyes. She thought about the rain, about the students
being in this old vehicle for possibly several hours. Hours was a
hopeful estimate, considering Joseph had a point. The school only
had the one bus, having not offered regular bus service in years,
only using it for the occasional field trip.

 


This trip had been downtown, to the
city, to the museum of science and industry. It was a trip of
learning, of inspiration for the students. Unfortunately now the
most memorable part of the trip was going to be the drive home.
Another rumbling in the sky hastened Penny’s response, as did some
more squeaks from the students getting spattered with the now
steadily falling rain outside.

 


“Okay… okay, everyone,”
she said, turning to face the kids. “Attention, eyes forward,
everyone!” she shouted.

 


The students were unruly quite often
but by and large they were good kids, eighteen so they probably
felt the world revolved around them, but old enough to respect when
someone had something truly important to say, and fortunately most
of them liked Mrs. Price.

 


“I’m afraid the bus is no
good, and worse, I’m afraid we’re pretty much stuck here unless we
get a call out for another bus or tow truck or something which
isn’t likely to happen unless we find a phone out here,” Penny
said, sighing. “There’s a driveway, private road about a mile back.
We’re gonna need to stay close and hike it back there
together.”

 


Nearly fifty groans of frustration
sounded out at once, Joseph shrinking back as the students seemed
to launch into verbal assaults of whining and
complaining.

 


“But Mrs. Price, my
shoes’ll get muddy,” one girl shouted. “Aww… but I wanna wait
here,” a boy said. “But…” so many others said, to which Penny just
raised her hands and gave all of them the most serious look she
could, her stern chaperoning expression returning from earlier in
the day.

 


“Quiet… just be quiet,
everyone. Now I don’t like it anymore than you do. You’re only
fortunate most of us brought umbrellas from the rain this morning,
otherwise you’d all be getting soaked. Point is though, the bus is
dead, and I can’t leave you on it during the middle of a possible
bad storm, especially with night coming. We all go together, and
that’s how this works. Consider it an extra part of your field
trip.”

 


Grumbling, complaining, typical
teenage responses, but moments later, the entire fifty students had
filed off the bus and stood huddled together under many umbrellas.
The wind picked up, the bunch of them mostly silent as Joseph and
Penny led the way, walking along the side of the near forgotten
stretch of highway, heading in a direction which looked as desolate
and overgrown as any other.

 


Control was something given and taken,
and Penny Price had been given the control over the students for
this trip, students she now led on an unplanned hike, but oddly
enough a rather organized hike as no one really lagged behind, no
one wandered off, and more important, no one voiced a very vocal
complaint once they were midway into the mile long trudge back to
the turn off Joseph had seen.

 


“This is it,” Joseph said,
pointing.

 


Everyone stopped, a break actually
needed by more than a few of the less athletic among them.
Umbrellas tilted back, a sea of black umbrellas with one or two
striped ones among the bunch. They stared down the length of
herringbone brick road, the trees rising to either side, creating
nearly a natural tunnel that went on for some distance.

 


“Wow,” Penny said, voicing
the one word probably many of them had dancing just on the edge of
their throats.

 


Even from the old worn and beaten
edges of route 13 they could all see the massive structure at the
end of the private drive. Like a monstrous stone and brick castle
rising from the very mists of the mind, the mansion sent shivers up
and down most of those looking at it. The number of windows were
near uncountable, the number of chimneys rising probably more than
the number of high school students standing and staring.

 


“Someone lives here…”
Penny said, just taking it all in, blinking as the fog rolled in
around them and almost seemed to push them on, to give them that
final shove in starting the trek down the driveway.

 


“Guess’n they prob’ly got
more than one phone,” Joseph said.

 


Penny laughed, the sound almost
nervous. “They could have a whole phone company in a place like
this,” she said.

 


Wind howling, rain pattering down, the
light somewhat glowing around the monstrous mansion in the final
haze of daylight, all of them arrived safely at the front doors.
That alone was a major accomplishment, Penny thought, as
chaperoning fifty seniors was tough enough in the city but leading
them all on a mile or so trek down a rainy dark highway was one
challenge she’d never anticipated.

 


“Ring the bell?” Joseph
asked, shrugging with his near constant bowing to Penny’s
authority.

 


She nodded and everyone grew quiet as
Joseph pressed in the little ornate doorbell button, some rather
chiming tones issuing from somewhere within.

 


The doors themselves were massive,
easily fifteen feet tall each, iron gated style with rich woodwork
beyond. Pillars supported the porch so massive all fifty students
were easily in from the rain, folding their umbrellas closed and
leaning them against brick and stonework as the group awaited
whoever would respond to their uninvited call.

 


One of the large doors clicked, the
sound of the old hinges popping open, and as it swung inward, every
pair of eyes was on the man who stood there.

 


For at least ten-seconds, the man
stood in silence, not quite a frown and not quite a smile on his
otherwise calm expression. He stared at each and every face looking
back at him, never changing his gaze, never changing his emotion.
When at last his steel grey eyes settled onto Penny Price, she felt
the strange chill one only has when faced with a confident figure,
someone of unchallenged influence and power.

 


“To what do I owe the
pleasure?” the man said, reaching out and taking Penny’s
hand.

 


A number of the teenagers could be
heard suppressing giggles as the man bent over and kissed Penny’s
hand. Joseph could be seen shrinking back a little as the man
lifted his face and looked over at him.

 


“I… I’m Penelope Price…
er, the students call me Penny.”

 


The man grinned, a smile that showed
no hesitation, no fear, nothing but unmatched confidence. “Penelope
is a name of class, of wealth. How strange to find a name such as
that shortened to the form of currency with the least wealth
attached to it,” he said.

 


“Um… we were on our way
back to the high school from a field trip downtown. Our bus broke
down and… well we couldn’t get any of our phones to work,” Penny
said.

 


The man nodded. “No, I’ve never been
much for others controlling my land. The company requested putting
cellular towers up some years back, but I wouldn’t have it… not on
my land.”

 


Joseph just exchanged looks with
Penny.

 


“I suppose you’d like to
like to use my phone to call for some assistance?” the man
offered.

 


“Yes, please, that would
be very kind of you Mr.”

 


The man thinned his lips and stared
straight into Penny’s eyes. “You can call me Mr. Grey, and please,
all of you… come in. Welcome to Grey Manor.”

 


Turning and stepping aside, this
mysterious and strangely charming Mr. Grey allowed Penny to be the
first to set foot across the threshold, but she would be far from
the last as everyone followed her, the foyer and entranceway so
massive in scale and height that even the fifty students couldn’t
make it feel any more crowded.

 


“This… this is an amazing
home, Mr. Grey,” Penny said, looking up into the biggest chandelier
she’d ever seen, crystals of such crisp clarity and cut that they
seemed like pure diamonds, sparkling every ray of light cast from
over a hundred individual bulbs.

 


“My home is my castle, and
as you’ll no doubt soon find, I am most particular about my
castle,” the man said, walking off towards a nearby arched
opening.

 


“Now if the lot of you
will please step into my parlor, I can show you and the gentleman
here to the nearest phone.”

 


“Gentleman,” Joseph
whispered towards Penny. “Ain’t never been called that.”

 


Penny smiled but didn’t laugh,
strangely not daring to chuckle for fear of insulting Mr. Grey.
There were some men who had it, the indefinable quality, the near
inherent trait of demanding respect. Whoever this Mr. Grey was, he
embodied it more than any man she’d ever met. In mere seconds it
was easy to see that he wasn’t the type of man who let much get by
him in life. He possessed a presence, and even the fifty students
seemed to hush their constant talking among themselves, their
comments and shuffling reduced to the near library silence they had
upon entering the parlor.

 


“The students…” Mr. Grey
said, turning quite suddenly and staring at all of them with cold
and calculating eyes. “Can wait here,” he finished, accenting his
completion of the instruction with just the briefest
smile.

 


Penny found herself in awe of the size
of the room, what Mr. Grey described so simply as a parlor. The
walls were stone, blocks nearly half the size of the entire bus
they previously were all bunched into mortared together into
heights probably thirty feet or more. Not one but two opposite
fireplaces framed either side of some soaring glass windows which
rose over twenty feet. The furniture was dark, manly, leather. The
floor was rich hardwood, stained with such an intensity that the
veins of the wood seemed to come alive if one stared at them too
long.

 


“Thank you so much, Mr.
Grey, for letting us in like this. The weather… and the bus
breaking down…” Penny said.

 


“Think nothing of it,” Mr.
Grey said. “But before I show you to the phone, I should warn you.
There are certain rules I must insist be followed while in my
home.”

 


Penny nodded. “Of course, yes sir, of
course.”

 


Mr. Grey nodded, his gaze seeming
nearly to stifle the very air from around Penny Price as she stared
right back into his eyes.

 


“That’s good, all of you,”
he said raising his voice. “I should be brief but clear on this. My
name is Grey, but my rules are black and white. There is no middle
ground; you follow my rules. I have spent countless years seeking
and acquiring control. Some may call it an obsession; I choose to
call it a passion for obvious reasons none of you should ever
discover if you follow my rules. Every man, woman, and indeed all
of you must live in a world full of control. Some of you are
destined to seek it out, to acquire it like I have. Others are of
the submissive mind to give it up, to freely let others maintain
their own control. My point, students… is that control is what
keeps the world in order and I have control.”

 


Penny was staring at Mr. Grey as he
spoke, his voice echoing quite powerfully down from the high
ceilings. Something about him was more than just mysterious, more
than just dominant. Something about the man was alluring and
different, different than she ever had heard before, his words so
odd, so unusual, so eccentric. Still, she only found herself
chiming in with support.

 


“I’m sure none of the
students will touch anything here, Mr. Grey.”

 


The man turned, his pristine suit
twisting as he stared such sharp eyes right into Penny’s. “I have
no care whether the students touch anything in this room,” he said,
then looked back to everyone else, most of the students looking
around the massive parlor, debating whether to sit on one of the
half dozen couches which filled much of the space.

 


“The rules are simple.
While you are in my home, you may make yourself comfortable here.
We shouldn’t be a mere half hour, your teacher, the gentleman, and
I. You may relax, sit down, look around all you like… but you may
not go to any of the rooms on the second floor.”

 


It made perfect sense, Penny thought.
The man certainly didn’t ask for fifty high school students to pile
into his home this evening. He was being more than fair, and yet
somehow something in his words, something in his short speech on
control told her there was much more to this than simply wanting to
keep kids from snooping around his wealthy estate.

 


“What’s up there?” one of
the boys suddenly said, hushed by a girl next to him but seeming
the more cocky among the group.

 


Mr. Grey never flinched, never
hesitated, barely blinked even an ounce of frustration at the boy
as he looked him in the eyes, then looked to all his fellow
students. “There are twenty-five rooms on the second floor of my
home, twenty-five doors and each of them is shut. They will remain
that way, or else I will not be responsible for the
consequences.”

 


The man began to pace, back and forth,
probably as he had done in some corporate boardroom countless
times, if he was truly the leader Penny assumed him to be.
Amazingly, he was of such confidence that none of the students
challenged him, no one speaking up as he continued on his quite
specific instructions.

 


“I have no doubt that you
wonder what is behind those doors, what lays beyond the threshold
of those twenty-five rooms. The truth is that even were I to
explain quite explicitly what those twenty-five rooms contain, you
would not believe me. You see, I have spent my entire life
collecting control, acquiring it, in all its forms and faces.
Control is what makes the world what it is. People may harp on
about power, and power corrupting, but power is nothing without
control. Behind each door is a different collection of control.
Some forms of control may be obvious, others may be so subtle you’d
barely recognize the control until it was overpowering
you.”

 


Mr. Grey stopped pacing and turned
once more to all one hundred eyes, each and every student staring
at him. “The point is, do not dare open one of those doors, set
even a single foot inside the room beyond. Control is something
best left alone, and as I control the rooms, therefore I control
the very nature of that collection of control within. You would not
unleash it, but you might just unleash something within yourselves
you never prepared for.”

 


Turning abruptly and rejoining Penny
and Joseph, the man looked them both in the eyes. “Now, if you both
will follow me to my study, I will see about placing that call.
Don’t worry about the kids; I’m sure they are mature enough to
behave responsibly for a time on their own here.”

 


As much as Penny knew she should stay
with the students, as much as she knew that leaving eighteen year
olds to their own devices was definitely not the best in a
situation like this, one single drop into the pool of those steel
tinted eyes of Mr. Grey convinced her that he was right.

 


The man certainly possessed a self
control like no other, she thought. His eccentricities aside, he
knew how to lead, and as he led Joseph and her through a small door
and down a long carpeted hallway, she somehow felt at ease giving
him control for the moment.

 


It wasn’t even in the back of her mind
whether the students would be tempted to break his rules, his
simplistic rules about not visiting the second floor, about not
opening doors. One thing to be expected with nearly any eighteen
year old was that they were quickly lured in by curiosity and doing
their own thing no matter the consequences.

 


Barely a minute after the three had
left and fifty students stood alone in a parlor the size of their
school gymnasium, several of the more unruly of the bunch had
organized a plan.

 


“We’re checking this out,”
one boy said. “But we only have twenty minutes maybe, how can we
check out twenty-five rooms in that short a time?” a girl
asked.

 


Another voice among the conspiring
crowd spoke reasoned logic. “Simple, we pair up and each check out
a room at the same time. There’s fifty of us, so we can cover more
ground by splitting up.”

 


And so a plan was hatched, fifty
students who found themselves in the cavernous home called Grey
Manor ready to explore. Forbidden from opening doors a teenager
will inevitably open those very doors, but sometimes… occasionally,
they just might not be prepared for what they find on the other
side.

 


Quietly, stealthily, the pairs of high
school seniors crept up the staircase. As massive and ornate as the
rest of the house, they were like mice on the stairs, mice
scurrying to the second floor, where they found an enormous winding
hallway. The hall led off into such distance they couldn’t even see
the end of it, winding and turning at some point but sending chills
into each of their spines with how huge this place really
was.

 


The curious mice were scurrying but
they might never suspect the traps which awaited them, traps of
control. Given or taken, control was about to change their
lives.

 


 


 


* * *

 


 



 Maggie and Miller

 


 


 


Maggie tossed back her hair, sliding
the hair beret back smoothly into place as Miller turned the knob
to the massive wooden door.

 


“That Grey guy was
strange,” she said. “You sure this is a good idea, snooping
around?”

 


Miller peered into the darkness beyond
the now partially opened door and glanced back at her. “Trust me,
the guy is just trying to spook us with his warnings. I’ve had my
fair share of parental jokes like him, thinking they can tell us
where to go and making up reasons for why we can’t go
somewhere.”

 


As they moved forward, Miller fumbling
his hand over a nearby wall for a light switch, Maggie rolled her
eyes. “Sounds as though someone has a serious issue with
boundaries. You should look into that you know; might be a sign of
some psychological maturity issues,” she said, poking him in the
shoulder.

 


“Very funny, Maggie, yeah,
we both know you love being all brainy and controlling. Hell, with
all that guy’s talk of control, you really should respect the man.
He’s just your type huh?”

 


Standing still, close enough together
that they managed to see each other in the dim light from the
hallway behind them, Miller brushed his fingers over what felt like
a switch. The darkness in the room was a bit much but even so,
Maggie’s attitude was always that little bit more on
top.

 


“I respect boundaries when
someone in a position of control gives them,” Maggie said. “I’m
only in on you guy’s pairing up plan to make sure you don’t get
yourself in trouble… or worse, get the senior class in trouble. The
man looks like he could singlehandedly shut down our
school.”

 


Miller made a mocking expression,
sighing as he returned to the switch and gripped, flipping to one
side instead of up or down. “Got it, there… now we can see where we
are exactly,” he said, lights slowly rising all over the room as
though on a delayed timer.

 


Maggie blinked a few times as the
large scale of the room surprised her, every part of this mansion
oversized and mysterious seeming. She crossed over to the nearest
of several similar tables, tables every high school student knew,
particularly her since she spent quite a deal of time with these
tables in her church basement.

 


“Nice… so this Mr. Grey
dude enjoys a good game of pool,” Miller said, checking out the
sticks set into a holder mounted on one of the ornately appointed
dark crimson colored walls.

 


“It’s a billiard room,”
Maggie said, turning and looking at Miller with her typical
intelligent stare.

 


“And? So, it’s a billiard
room?” He responded, lifting one of the sticks off the holder,
walking around the space near one of the tables.

 


“So clearly it’s not
dangerous… I guess that’s one thing you were right about,” she
said. “Never say I didn’t give you credit for being right
once.”

 


“Yeah, whatever Maggie,
but what does all this have to do with control? Dude seems hung up
on it if you ask me.”

 


Maggie had spent hours in her spare
time playing pool in the church basement, hours between Sunday
school and church practicing, learning the true math of billiards,
a sport that existed to embody geometry and angles. She’d become
quite masterful at it too, definitely the best in her group at the
church.

 


“It’s simple, Miller; even
you should understand this,” Maggie began, earning a glare.
“Billiards or pool is all about controlling the ball, using angles
and mathematics to expertly avoid obstacles and sink the ball you
are seeking to pocket.”

 


Miller encircled his fingers on the
stick he held, rubbing them up and down. “Hey Maggie, guess where
I’d like to sink my balls,” he laughed.

 


Maggie sighed and turned with attitude
towards the same holder where Miller had gotten the cue stick he
held. “You know, even as innuendo that doesn’t make sense. But
since you’re so cocky, why don’t I show you what I mean about
control?”

 


Miller walked up to one of the tables,
the balls already racked and waiting. “You’re on, though we should
make it interesting, since this is all about control.”

 


Maggie was already chalking the tip of
her cue stick, standing at one end of the table. “You’re always
scheming aren’t you, Miller? Is there anything you do that you just
follow rules and don’t try to connive your way into getting
more?”

 


“Baby, I’m looking at the
situation here. We all paired off for reasons and you can claim you
just wanted to keep an eye on me for responsibility sake but come
on, I’m not buying it.”

 


“And you think it has
something to do with my wanting to spend alone time with you? Such
a simple organ, the male brain,” Maggie sighed, hunching over and
taking aim at the cue ball, practicing sliding the stick between
her fingers as Miller stood opposite her and lifted the rack from
the triangle of balls.

 


“Maggie, we both know that
isn’t the organ you’re interested in,” Miller chuckled, flexing
some muscles as he exaggerated while putting the rack to the
side.

 


“Whatever, so what’s your
wager, Miller? Tell me, so I can ignore it and shoot some pool.
Might as well teach you the math of the game here.”

 


Miller stared at Maggie, bent forward
as she was, thrusting her backside out enough that the knee length
skirt she wore pulled up, showing off the toned pale white thighs
she had, every inch of her body something that excited guys like
him. To most of the jocks in school, Maggie was the unconquerable,
the unattainable. She was smarter than all of them combined and so
never fell victim to their attempts at lines or maneuvers to be
alone with her.

 


The way Miller figured it, he’d won
half the battle already, might as well push forward and see what he
could manage. “Strip pool,” Miller said, listening to just how
silent the large room became after he spoke the two
words.

 


Maggie stood up and stared at him,
eyes thinned, hand still firmly gripping the stick. She looked
around and noticed the door to the billiard room was closed. Had
Miller done that after they entered? She wasn’t sure, but she
wouldn’t have put it past him if he was planning on hitting on her.
Still, if he wanted to humiliate himself, who was she to
argue?

 


“Fine… you might want to
warm up though. It’s drafty already in this big place; you wouldn’t
wanna look unimpressive to me when I show you my skills,” Maggie
laughed, again lowering and getting into perfect aiming position to
break. She ensured the cue ball and cue stick were perfectly
aligned, the initial break always more important than many ever
considered.

 


“Baby, you’ll be showing
off the twins long before I’m feeling a chill so trust me, I won’t
be failing to impress.”

 


Maggie drew back her one arm, sliding
the stick smoothly in her other hand. “Always making such lewd
comments, Miller. You ever wonder if maybe your mother didn’t
breastfeed you enough; malnourishes the developing brain you know,”
she said, chuckling as she sliced the stick forward, standing to
watch the break she’d planned.

 


“Don’t bring up my
mother,” Miller said, but Maggie was staring at the break, watching
nearly in time slowed perfection as the cue ball struck just to one
side of the tip of the triangle of billiard balls, watching them
scatter, seeing three striped balls sink into three different
pockets.

 


Maggie felt the excitement boil in her
veins with each of those balls sinking, a little skip of her
heartbeat that surprised even her with just how excited playing the
game made her. It may have been a sport of angles and math but
something about pool always tingled the nerves in Maggie. Something
about this table and this game tingled a bit more than she could
have anticipated.

 


“Three… I sunk three first
break, that makes me striped,” Maggie said, pointing at Miller
almost accusingly. “And it makes you stripped.”

 


“Huh?” Miller asked,
scratching his head.

 


“Three balls, three pieces
of clothing, you made the challenge up so you have to follow
it.”

 


“That’s stupid, I meant
once the game got going, not on the initial break,” Miller said.
“Besides, if I meant that, don’t you think I would have chosen to
break.”

 


“Dunno, don’t care,”
Maggie said, grinning as she moved around to where the cue ball
was, finding herself wiggling her hips just a bit more, prancing
somewhat proudly.

 


“Fine, whatever,” Miller
said, kicking off both of his shoes and one of his socks. “Ooh, I’m
barefoot now, it’s gonna hurt my game so bad.”

 


“Funny, but sarcasm is a
defense response,” Maggie said, wanting to say more but finding her
thoughts a little cloudy as she went to say it. Instead she lowered
and breathed in, smoothly striking the cue ball once again, sending
it along at just the right angle until it struck one striped ball,
sending it curving around almost expertly between two others and
into the corner pocket.

 


“One more, you know the
deal, Miller,” she said, laughing.

 


As soon as the ball made the little
thunk, as soon as it sank into that pocket, Maggie felt the
tingling return, the sharp sudden swirl of sensations all
throughout her body. It was as though the thrill of sinking the
ball, of sinking each ball, somehow caused a real physical response
within her, one she definitely had not been prepared for as she let
a little moan squeak out.

 


“Barefoot, like I said,”
Miller commented, holding up his other sock he’d just removed,
seeming not to have noticed the noise Maggie made, but certainly
noticing something else. “Damn… baby, if I knew pool got you all
excited maybe I’d have asked you for a game back a couple of
years.”

 


Maggie stared at him quizzically, then
followed where he was staring and looked down at her shirt. “Oh…
Miller, you perv,” Maggie said, realizing her nipples were
incredibly erect, pushing out like twin tents beneath her
t-shirt.

 


“Just hurry up and miss
one so I can go,” Miller said. “I wanna get you out of that shirt
before those puppies rip right through.”

 


Maggie looked at the table, planning
her next move, reminding herself that distractions were only part
of the game. It was a sport of control, and no matter what Miller
tried she wasn’t about to give him the satisfaction of seeing her
lose even one sock in this game.

 


“You know I might just run
the table,” Maggie said, circling round to where she stood in front
of Miller, ignoring him as she bent over, leaning across the table
with her stick.

 


“Run the table…” Miller
almost whispered, staring intensely at Maggie’s curvy ass and thin
figure bent over right in front of him.

 


Maggie expertly controlled the stick,
hurtling the cue ball forward, hitting two striped balls near each
other and watching as they each split off and slid effortlessly
right into separate pockets.

 


As soon as those balls dropped, Maggie
almost dropped as well, nearly falling chest first right down on
the table, her mind overwhelmed with sensations. It was just as
before, tingling washes coming over her, but each and every ball
she sank seemed to somehow intensify. Her breathing was shallow,
her thoughts increasingly hazy, her mind drifting to thoughts she
never had, particularly as she managed to straighten up and stand,
turning to face Miller who it almost appeared had been practically
leaning over her as she took the shot.

 


“Two… more,” she gasped,
breathing somewhat ragged, staring into his eyes with almost
animalistic hunger. “You know the rules,” Maggie managed to
say.

 


Miller stared at her, licking his
lips, not even bothering to complain anymore as he slipped his
shirt over his head, then began unbuckling his belt. Only as he
took the belt off did he think of anything besides the cute girl in
front of him. “Wait… does my belt count as an article of
clothing?”

 


Maggie hardly even heard him, her eyes
staring right at the bulge in his jeans, her chest heaving a bit
with each breath, her nipples so hard she could feel them scraping
across the inside of her bra.

 


“Yo, Maggie, you in
there?” Miller asked, waving the belt.

 


“Mmm… sure, belt,” Maggie
said.

 


Miller shrugged and tossed the belt
next to the shirt, flexing a little as he noticed Maggie staring at
his biceps and arms, slowly lifting her eyes to his.

 


“Well… keep going, you’re
proving your point about sinking balls, just my luck huh?” Miller
said, sighing.

 


Maggie blinked and suddenly returned
to reality, turning and looking at the table, taking note what
striped balls remained and where they were. She then noticed the
perfect alignment, her brain somewhat hazy on the angles but her
reflexes telling her she could not only clear the remaining striped
balls but sink the eight ball to finish it out, all in one smooth
stroke.

 


As Maggie bent over, she pushed her
ass back, making sure that Miller could see her wiggling it. She
sank down more than she had to, tilting her head to one side,
smiling as she let her beret slide loose somewhat and her long hair
spill to the billiard table surface, the felt soft and oddly warm.
“Watch this,” she said, sending the cue stick forward.

 


Miller watched and so did Maggie, each
strangely drawn to the way the cue ball rolled forward, splitting
two solid balls perfectly and threading the needle as it struck
right into two striped, sending them sailing off in rather genius
angled path where not only did they sink into opposite center
pockets but the eight ball also went rolling on towards one of the
corners.

 


As soon as one of the striped balls
dropped into the pocket, Maggie collapsed forward, bracing herself
on the side of the billiard table. She wiggled her ass, moaning,
crying out in unexpected pleasure as the next striped ball sank.
Staring through eyes which had lost more than a bit of their
sparkle, she watched the final ball, the eight ball roll towards
the pocket, the sound of it rolling sending ripples of tingling up
and down her body, all throughout her nerve-endings.

 


“Oh… mmm… fuck,” Maggie
cried out as the eight ball dropped and suddenly the room was
silent.

 


Behind her, Miller watched as Maggie
pushed up off the surface of the pool table, her arms seeming
shaky, her eyes near rabid as she turned to stare at him. She
wasn’t the same girl, wasn’t the focused intelligent girl he’d
entered this room with. From her lips dripped a little drool, her
eyes both intense and yet missing some of that intelligence he’d
always seen before.

 


Maggie turned and walked straight up
to him. “I win… you take clothes off,” she said, sounding almost
primitive in her tone.

 


“Um… yeah, okay, you won.
So, guess that means you get the show huh, though trust me, I’d
have definitely sunk some balls had you given me the chance,”
Miller said, unzipping his jeans and dropping them to the floor,
stepping out of them.

 


It wasn’t until he had his hands
poised at his boxers that Miller realized Maggie hadn’t said
anything, no come back, no smart mouth response. As he looked up at
her, Maggie seemed to almost lunge at him, moving forward, grabbing
his hands and yanking down his boxers in one smooth
motion.

 


“Mmm… you wanna sink some
balls, here, lemme show you what pocket to sink them in,” Maggie
said, grabbing at his dick and leading him to the side of the pool
table.

 


Maggie wasn’t even aware of half of
her actions as she found herself behaving so differently, so
strangely, but something was controlling her actions, controlling
her thought processes, and something had turned off her mind. No
longer was she thinking the way she always did, the way she
constantly overthought everything. Maggie was horny, and Maggie no
longer cared.

 


Leaning back, she bumped her ass into
the side of the fancy billiard table. Maggie breathed deep and
reached down, spreading her legs, tugging her skirt up. She reached
beneath it, grabbing the frilly soft edge of her panties. She then
looked up into Miller’s eyes.

 


“Well… hurry up and sink
those balls in me?”

 


Miller moved forward, pressing his
cock against her tight little opening, roaming his hands up and
down her legs, to her waist, up to where her hard little nipples
still pushed out the t-shirt she wore. “Baby, you had a point, that
innuendo doesn’t really work,” Miller said, teasing her with the
tip of his fat cock.

 


Maggie looked down, bit her lower lip
and nearly jumped from the pool table at him, impaling herself
quite fully in one hard thrust. “Unhhh… ohhh fuck… what’s innu…
in-endo?”

 


Miller grunted, instantly reacting
from sheer impulse as he began bucking, thrusting, banging Maggie’s
brains out. He stared into her eyes, her listless unintelligent
eyes, her mind clearly only focused on one simple task. “Unghh…
fuck, Maggie… who the fuck cares about it. I’m gonna fuck you in
you endo all fucking night.”

 


Maggie took it, took every inch of
Miller’s thick cock. She moaned as he used every ounce of strength
in his body to slap his cock inside her, over and over and over
again. Only when he finally began to unleash spattering fiery ropes
of seed deep within her spasming little pussy did she realize that
he was sinking the best part of his balls inside her, deep inside,
so deep and so good.

 


A game of control truly won out, but
the control wasn’t as much the game itself, but the players in this
particular room.

 


 


 


 


* * *

 


 



 Alana and Ethan

 


 


 


 


“Hurry up and find a light
in there; this hallway is creepy as hell,” Alana said, hugging
herself to keep the chill from causing her to shiver.

 


“Hold on, this damn room
is dark,” Ethan said, finally pushing a switch on one wall,
brightening the entire space beyond.

 


Alana stepped in and the door swung
closed behind them both, clicking in place just as both of them
realized what this room was.

 


“I think we got gipped on
the quality of our room here,” Ethan said, laughing. “It isn’t
exactly the biggest.”

 


Alana stared at the ornate bathroom
they found themselves in, perhaps not the biggest of rooms in this
mansion but certainly bigger than many bathrooms she’d ever been
in. Just the tub alone was double the size of a standard full jet
tub, seeming a lot more like a hot tub than a bathroom
tub.

 


“It’s not bad, though,”
she said, approaching the vanity, running a finger over the bottles
of perfume and hair brushes there. “This Mr. Grey has an amazing
home. Can you just imagine living in a place like this?”

 


Ethan had already turned back to the
door they came through, tugging on the handle once, then twice.
“Alana, you lock this when we walked in?”

 


Alana stared into the mirror,
puckering her lips up a little, tilting her head to one side,
widening her bright blue eyes as she brought one of the hair
brushes up. “No,” she said, looking at Ethan in the mirror. “You
sure it just isn’t stuck? It’s a heavy door, probably all the draft
in that hall caused it to slam shut.”

 


Ethan looked back at her, then
returned his attention to the door. “No, seriously, the door is
locked,” he said with just the hint of panic, yanking on the door
with all his strength.

 


Alana couldn’t get over the clarity in
the mirror, the glass so perfectly clear. She brushed her hair,
smoothing down the long brown silky mane she always spent time on
at home. Staring into her eyes she found sparkles of color she
never knew were there, almost ignoring Ethan behind her yanking
hard on the bathroom door, seeming more frustrated by the
second.

 


“Ethan, calm down, check
out this room. It’s a bathroom yeah, but it’s amazing.”

 


Ethan stopped pulling on the doorknob,
turned and stared at Alana, then looked around the room. “Fine, but
seriously, we have twenty minutes to get out of here and back to
that parlor or whatever. I don’t really wanna upset this Grey guy;
he seems serious business.”

 


Alana sat there in front of the
mirror, hardly even remembering pulling the little stool out,
barely aware of when she sat down. It was such a nice vanity,
probably something expensive, luxurious in design. Even her bright
pink strappy tank top looked amazing in the mirror’s incredibly
reflective surface.

 


There was no glare, none at all, she
thought, setting the brush down, shaking out her smooth dark hair,
smiling, turning to one side and then the other.

 


“Guess the shower’s big
enough for a dozen, somehow that makes sense in a place like this,”
Ethan was saying behind her.

 


Alana stared at the mirror, unable to
fully pull her attention away. She looked back at Ethan as he
messed with the shower behind her, and then… just as she looked
back at her reflection she saw it.

 


“What the…” Alana gasped,
Ethan hardly paying attention as he snooped around in a linen
closet next to the shower.

 


Alana, the Alana in the mirror was
still looking back at Ethan. It was only for a few seconds but it
was there, the image not a true reflection of what she herself
actually was doing. How was it even possible, how could a mirror
show something she wasn’t actually doing even if it seemed only to
be delayed by several seconds?

 


“This place is like a
hotel, fresh linens, perfectly cleaned, immaculate, huh?” Ethan was
saying.

 


Alana just stared at her reflection,
her cute little nose, her bright little eyes, her silky smooth
hair, her rather generous cleavage, everything about herself she
was more than familiar with. Something seemed wrong though,
something very subtle, something very concerning.

 


“Um… Ethan, this mirror…
you… you see something odd in it?” Alana called out.

 


Ethan turned and glanced to where she
sat. “Well, I see you in it,” he chuckled. “You calling yourself
odd?”

 


Alana shook her head and as Ethan
turned away, she saw it again. Seconds after she stopped shaking
her head, the mirror image stopped shaking its head.

 


“No way…” she whispered,
holding up a hand and spreading the fingers. The mirror image of
that hand was there, perfect, nothing strange.

 


What was the deal, she thought? Was
the mirror really cameras with some sort of lag? She wouldn’t put
it past being in a fancy place like this, but no… something else
was going on because a camera would have her holding up the
opposite hand, not the mirror image hand.

 


“Damn, what a place to get
clean in,” Ethan said, twisting the shower knob, letting the huge
rain head shower spray blast down for a few seconds.

 


As soon as he did, a tiny bit of steam
formed on the mirror and out of pure instinct Alana reached for it
to wipe it away.

 


When her fingers touched the mirror
image, everything seemed to stop, pure silence enveloping her for
several frozen seconds, the world around her spinning slightly and
when she shook the strange sensation away, Alana found herself
sitting facing the opposite direction she just had been.

 


“What the hell?” she said,
expecting Ethan to turn and look her way.

 


He showed no sign he even heard her,
staring into the shower and turning off the shower nozzle. It was
then when Alana noticed that the mirror image of herself was
smiling.

 


She certainly wasn’t smiling, but her
mirror image was, and in fact her mirror image was grinning with
quite a pouty look, a look she herself had mastered, but only in
front of the mirror, and only to pretend like she was flirting. She
definitely wasn’t flirting in this bathroom, in this ornate, overly
finished architectural marvel of a bathroom.

 


“Ethan…” she said, turning
away from the mirror.

 


He wasn’t there. He wasn’t there at
all, and yet when she turned and looked back into the mirror, there
was Ethan, staring into the large jetted tub.

 


The bathroom was opposite to how it
just had been, how it was when they entered. Alana saw everything
the mirror image of what it was before, her mind screaming before
she did.

 


“Say, Ethan,” Alana said,
but it wasn’t the real Alana. It was the mirror image she saw
smiling and making sexy expressions in the mirror.

 


“Yeah, Alana, you find
something?” Ethan asked, looking her way.

 


Alana watched in complete terror, a
strange surreal terror she’d never known before. She watched as she
herself, her mirror image stood from the mirror and turned towards
Ethan.

 


“You were saying this is a
great place to get clean in,” the mirror Alana was
saying.

 


“Sure, it’s pretty nice
right?” Ethan asked.

 


“Mmhmm, it is, but you
know… I think I’d prefer getting dirty,” Alana watched herself say.
“I think I’d like getting really dirty, Ethan.”

 


Alana wanted to scream as the girl in
her body, the mirror image of herself moved in quick before Ethan
could react and kissed him on the lips. She watched as Ethan
responded with surprise but very quickly was holding Alana tight,
moving his hands down her back, across her side, his tongue
thrusting inside her mouth.

 


“Oh Ethan,” the mirror
Alana was saying. “I wanna do dirty things with you… mmm… all
night. Say you’ll do dirty things to me, do them over and over
again and again until I can’t stand up, until my legs are so bowed
I can’t walk, until I pass out… mmm, and then do them some more
until I wake back up.”

 


Alana screamed, pounding her hands on
the glass of the mirror. The glass only thudded, a dull muffled
sound, a sound that existed in some lost world beyond the mirror as
her mirror image existed within her body, within the real reality
she had somehow left behind.

 


“Shit, Alana… um, yeah,
okay, what do you want me to do?” Ethan was saying, pulling away
from the most passionate kiss of his life, the usually tease of a
girl doing much more than mere teasing today.

 


Alana noticed the twinkle in the eyes
of the mirror image girl taking control of her body. She noticed
the sparkle of evil within the eyes, a devilish cruelty as they
stared at one another for just a moment. Then Alana watched the
mirror image turn and face Ethan.

 


“I want you to ruin this
body, mmm… just ruin it, fuck me endlessly, spill so much cum
inside me my belly sloshes, squirt it in my mouth so much it
dribbles out my ears, mmm… fuck, Ethan… I just want you using me
like the dirtiest slut ever,” mirror Alana said.

 


“No… no please, you
can’t,” Alana was pleading, sitting at the mirror, feeling the
sensations as mirror Alana touched Ethan and as he touched
her.

 


Ethan seemed hesitant but definitely
had some typical teenage hormones pumping as he bit his lip and
dropped his hands to Alana’s tits, squeezing them cautiously at
first, then finding her quite willing squeezing a bit
harder.

 


Alana could feel the sensations, feel
every bit of Ethan’s touch as he fondled and played with her tits.
The mirror image of herself moaned, manipulating Ethan as much as
she manipulated Alana’s body, using her moans and her words and her
desires to corrupt and use them each.

 


“Mmmm… yessss, squeeze
them, fuck… oooh, here,” mirror Alana said, grabbing the straps of
her tank top and pulling them down. “Here, fucking squeeze these
puppies until milk shoots out, do it, Ethan, do it soooooo
hard.”

 


Alana felt every pinch, every prod, as
Ethan got more and more turned on, his mind so simple for mirror
Alana to control, so easy to steer in only the cruelest and most
depraved directions.

 


“Ungh… fuck… fuck Alana,
these are so damn fine,” Ethan said, squeezing her tits, crushing
one in each of his powerful hands. He caressed them, pinched her
nipples, squished them together, leaned down and bit her nipples,
then sucked as he played with them like any boy in school likely
had dreamed.

 


“Yes, yesss, oh fuck,
Ethan, just hurry up, bend me over and fuck my stupid brains out.
Mmm… stick that dick inside me right now!”

 


“Sure… oh fuck, I’m gonna
blow one hell of a load,” Ethan said, grabbing Alana and grunting
as he spun her around, planting her doggy style facing the mirror
where the real Alana watched, where she almost silently screamed
with the most intense mix of both pleasure and horror.

 


“Ungh, ungh, ungh… oh
fuck, yeah take it bitch, take it all,” Ethan grunted a mere minute
later, slamming in deep, humping Alana like the bitch he called
her, grabbing her slapping tits and squeezing them from behind as
he closed his eyes and fucked.

 


As soon as the real Alana could feel
it, she knew the mirror Alana knew it was coming. Ethan was about
to blow his load, and even from just the subtle twinkle in mirror
Alana’s winking eye, Alana knew that something much more sinister
was coming as well.

 


“Ungh… oh fuck, Alana,
I’m… I’m about to…”

 


Mirror Alana leaned over the sink
staring into the mirror; she stared right into her counterpart’s
eyes, her terrified yet equally pleasured eyes. “Go ahead, stud…
mmm, fill me the fuck up!”

 


And then Alana saw her hand gripping
the faucet. As soon as she turned that faucet on, Ethan began to
cum… and cum… and cum.

 


Mirror Alana moaned and grabbed that
faucet handle, turning more, turning the water pressure higher,
turning Ethan’s cumming higher at the same time.

 


“Oh… ungh… oh fuck, Alana…
ungh… I can’t stop… fuck!” Ethan grunted, feeling his balls
continue to drain even though they should have easily been done by
now.

 


“Oh, unhhh… yes, yessssss,
fill me up, Ethan, fuck me into a dirty cum balloon, unhhhhh!”
Alana shouted, staring at her true mirror self, the self which
suffered the same fate but existed trapped beyond that
mirror.

 


Ethan could literally feel Alana’s
belly tighten, her womb swelling, her insides making room for all
the endless flowing cum inside her. He grunted, eyes rolling back
as he thrust again and again through ceaseless climax, Alana
laughing and gasping in orgasm over and over again.

 


“Oh yes, ohhh, yesss,
Ethan, yessss!” Alana shouted, shaking her tits, leaning back up
from the doggy style position, showing the real Alana trapped
beyond the mirror what Ethan’s impossible cum was doing to her
perfect always primped and presented figure.

 


Alana was looking pregnant, stuffed
with seed so full her belly button seemed ready to pop. Ethan
stared into the mirror only seeing the reflection of what he was
doing, what seemed so impossible and yet strangely turned him
on.

 


“Ungh… ungh… oh fuck,
Alana. I’m stuffing you,” Ethan cried out.

 


“Mmm… so dirty… such a
dirty slut, stuffed and ready to pop!” Alana cried out, shaking her
tits, bucking back at Ethan as much as he thrust into
her.

 


Ethan barely managed to pull out
before she truly did face the possibility of popping. Even when he
did though, cum kept pouring from his cock in wild sprays,
spattering Alana’s legs, her thighs, her sides, up to her swollen
belly, past it and all over her tits. Alana quickly turned and bent
down, wrapping her fat tits around his spasming dick, letting him
glaze her from head to toe in thick creamy seed.

 


The real Alana trapped in some
alternate dimension looked down as cum appeared all over her ruined
form, her body taking on every stretch mark every swollen
imperfection that the mirror her imposed on it. She was ruined, her
body used like only a hundred men could do, and all in such little
time.

 


Alana moaned and licked at the cum,
Ethan watching her gulp and swallow his impossible seed down.
Finally, when he felt near ready to pass out himself, Alana reached
back and turned off the faucet in the bathroom sink, his own climax
fading at the same time.

 


“Shit… damn, Alana, that
was… fuck…” Ethan breathed heavily.

 


Alana stood up, tits drooping a bit,
belly sagging some, her perfect teasing shape tortured pleasurably
into an exaggerated form of itself. Despite the thick slathering of
sperm all over her, Ethan could see the massive spillage coming
from her still twitching pussy. He then looked up into her
eyes.

 


“Mmm… come on, stud, let’s
try that shower out and maybe you can clean me off… then dirty me
right back up again. I wanna feel your cock in every hole I have,
your cum just flowing in my veins.”

 


As Alana no longer fully saw what the
mirror image of herself did, the two of them hidden away in the
shower, she could still feel every sensation, every penetration,
every orgasm. The mirror had taken her, the mirror she spent so
much time primping and perfecting her look in front of.

 


Having always been a bit of a tease,
obsessed with her looks, her body, now the tease was trapped beyond
the glass, and Alana only could imagine what the perverse version
of herself running free would do to her once taut young
perfection.

 


Sometimes it is spoken that young
women spend far too much time staring into the mirror in a
bathroom, primping, posing, prettying themselves up. Alana found
out the hard way that spending eternity trapped in a fancy bathroom
staring out and feeling everything that happened to her was not
nearly as innocent an activity as it might sound.

 


 


 


* * *

 


 



 Nina and Tyler

 


 


 


“So you think that guy’s
serious about his collections,” Tyler asked, twisting open the knob
and pushing the heavy door inward.

 


“How would I know?” Nina
said, fluffing her short bob haircut as they walked into the dark
room beyond. “He seemed serious enough. Besides, isn’t that what
most bachelors do, collect stuff?”

 


“Yeah,” Tyler said,
finding the light switch and turning it on, “but what makes you
think a guy like that is single? I mean he has money and certainly
wasn’t a hunchback or some freak.”

 


Nina was already staring at all the
stuff in the room. “Speak for yourself about him but I see some
freak qualities already,” she said, walking up to a nearby wall,
posters displayed every few feet with little spotlights shining
down on them from above.

 


“Damn,” Tyler said,
rubbing his goatee. “I guess the man has collections, that’s for
sure. I know I never would have pegged him for the Japanese Anime
type, but check all these little sculptures out.”

 


As Tyler leaned over and looked in the
various glass cases scattered across the massive room like true
museum exhibits, Nina ran a finger along the edges of some of the
posters displayed. “What is it with guys and impossibly
proportioned Japanese schoolgirls?” she asked.

 


“You jealous, Nina, always
knew you had a thing for the female things in life,” Tyler said,
grinning her way.

 


“Jealous, of these
impossible things… and yeah, they are things, Tyler. These are real
women. Real women couldn’t breathe or digest food with proportions
as constrained as the girls in these posters. I mean seriously,
does this turn you on?”

 


Tyler stood and looked at the poster
Nina was standing beside. “Sure, but then what guy isn’t turned on
by an enormous pair of boobs on a schoolgirl?”

 


“Typical male,” Nina said,
turning and flicking a bird in Tyler’s direction.

 


“What’s that supposed to
mean? You think chicks are always super sensitive and into guys for
their minds not their bodies?”

 


Nina rolled her eyes. “Some of us
aren’t into guys much at all.”

 


“Much?” Tyler said, “So
you’re bi, well that certainly gives me hope.”

 


“Hope, ha,” Nina said,
looking at the poster again. “You thinking you had a shot with me;
is that why you paired up so quickly with me?”

 


Tyler shook his head and walked past
some glass cases to the girl he’d known since childhood. “That’s
not it at all, Nina… besides, you aren’t really my
type.”

 


Nina laughed and elbowed him. “Forgot,
your type has impossible boobs and is animated huh?”

 


She jabbed a finger for emphasis at
the poster on the wall, then quickly pulled that finger back.
“Ow!”

 


“What happened?” Tyler
asked, frowning with genuine concern.

 


“Damn paper cut,” she
said, sucking lightly on the tiny drop of blood on the tip of her
finger. “What kind of billionaire doesn’t frame and put his posters
behind glass or something?”

 


Tyler looked around at all the posters
on the wall, the many anime figures nicely kept under glass. She
had a point, but then she also brought up a question he hadn’t
considered. “What makes you so sure he’s a billionaire?”

 


Nina was still sucking on her finger,
the sharp pain giving way to a welcome numbness. “Duh, look around,
you think anyone living in some palatial place like this isn’t a
billionaire? The land alone would be worth millions but a home like
this.”

 


Tyler shrugged, the typical stoner
casual attitude he’d always had. “Cool, well, if he’s a
billionaire, he has good taste in Anime which proves my theory
wrong.”

 


Nina blinked, feeling a little dizzy
as she looked back at the poster she’d cut her finger on. “What
theory?” she asked.

 


“Simple,” Tyler said
chuckling, “my theory that rich dudes don’t understand
art.”

 


“How’s that?” Nina asked,
leaning against a nearby glass case and breathing strangely as she
felt her pulse quickening.

 


“You know, rich dudes are
always in museums looking at the stuffy stuff, the dull old stuff
like we see in books. They’re never celebrating real art… and this
is what I call some real art.”

 


Nina turned and looked at the posters,
some of her sharpness and wit gone for the moment. “Yeah, real art
has cartoon babes with giant boobs posing in schoolgirl
uniforms.”

 


“Exactly,” Tyler said,
missing her sarcasm. “This stuff is hip, modern, ya know, cool and
stuff. It’s not lame or boring like most old paintings are. The
women in those never wore pleated little plaid skirts like the
girls in these posters.”

 


“I wouldn’t wear those
either, you know,” Nina commented, pressing a hand to her head,
somewhat pounding headache crashing around inside her skull all of
a sudden.

 


“Er… Nina, you’re wearing
one now,” Tyler said.

 


Nina blinked and pulled her hand away
from her face, staring down as she saw that indeed she was wearing
a short pleated skirt. Was that what she’d worn today, she thought?
Hell, was it something she even had in her closet?

 


The answers should have been there but
her head was throbbing, her finger still numb, her nerves slightly
on edge for some unknown reason. “I… um, sure, okay, but you know
what I mean. I’m not some cartoon impossible proportioned Anime
girl.”

 


“Maybe not, but now that I
think about it, you do kinda look like that girl… in a slight way,”
Tyler said, walking over to the poster Nina had gotten the paper
cut from. “See, same top too, although yeah yours isn’t as
tight.”

 


“Mine… mine isn’t,” Nina
said, staring down at the buttoned white blouse she was wearing,
the blouse for some odd reason she must have forgotten choosing to
tie off instead of button.

 


“Yeah, but I gotta say
your hair dye looks pretty spot on. You sure you’re not messing
with me and went to this poster on purpose?”

 


Nina blinked, confused, feeling a bit
unsteady as thought the room were spinning. She darted her eyes
from side to side, then gasped as she realized two very disturbing
things. The first was that she could see her hair, her hair which
she almost positively knew had been short cropped and close to her
scalp when they entered this room. The second was even more
unnerving, that her hair she could see was a vividly dark teal, the
exact color of the cartoon schoolgirl in the poster.

 


“I… I didn’t… my hair was
brown,” Nina almost whispered, backing up until she stopped next to
a large glass case with figurines in it.

 


“Sure, Nina, I know what
your natural hair color is, but I gotta say it looks good that
color. I like that you decided to let it grow out some too. Thumbs
up on that decision,” Tyler said, nodding and grinning like the
easygoing guy he was.

 


“It’s… it’s…” Nina said,
staring to one side, feeling as much as seeing that her hair was
lengthening, growing quite rapidly in fact. She stared as curls
formed, as it tumbled down over her shoulders, as the dark vivid
teal filled each strand and somehow even more unwanted sensations
filled her.

 


“It’s long, yeah, gotta
say back when you had that short haircut, it kinda made you look
like a dude, Nina,” Tyler was saying, chuckling as he checked her
out then returned to browsing the various anime collectibles on
display.

 


“Back when… but that was…
was five minutes ago,” Nina said, swallowing, feeling nearly faint
as new and more painfully tingling vibrations built up within her
tummy.

 


“Seems like it, doesn’t
it,” Tyler said cluelessly. “I mean you had that look so long,
sometimes I forget you no longer do. You sure don’t look like a
dude though, not anymore. Man, Nina, you sure have filled out since
we were kids.”

 


Filled out, Nina thought, shaking her
head, ignoring the thick mane of long teal hair that shook with her
movements. No, she thought, no, she was skinny, always had been,
never filled out even a bit.

 


Her tummy ached, the ache quickly
turning into something much different as she clutched her fingers
to her abs. She could literally feel her abs tightening, her tummy
firming inward with such force that her guts were
shifting.

 


“Tyler… Tyler I…” she
tried to say, bending over a bit, staring at the floor, breathing
slowly as her hips flared out, bones crackling as they reshaped
themselves, muscles forming and tightening near instantly to her
new and much more curvy shape.

 


“What’s that, Nina?” Tyler
said from way over on the opposite side of the room. He currently
leaned over studying a small nicely presented diorama of an Anime
cartoon he once watched.

 


“Oooh… Tyler, something…
something is…” Nina breathed, barely gasping out her
words.

 


Nina stared as she stood up, stared at
her hips, her toned pale white legs, her full thighs and then her
tiny impossibly thin waist. She stared past her tied off blouse,
and then saw that the more she stared the less she could see past
her tied off blouse.

 


“Oh… oh… no,” she moaned,
feeling it as much as seeing it. Her blouse was getting tighter,
her blouse was stretching more and more, tied off but containing
the somewhat massive bulging of flesh from within.

 


“What are you doing over
there, anyway, Nina? Still staring at that poster?” Tyler called
out, closer sounding as he made his way towards her.

 


“I… I…” Nina tried to say,
her voice strangely higher pitched, her mouth feeling odd and lips
almost swollen.

 


She looked at the reflection in the
glass of a nearby case, then quickly swished her long mane of teal
hair to one side, looking at the poster.

 


“No… it isn’t possible…”
she said, no longer even recognizing her voice, the gritty
confidence gone in way of an overly girly slight
silliness.

 


“Damn, Nina… now I see it,
not sure how I missed it earlier,” Tyler said, approaching her from
behind. “You gotta admit to me, come on… you modeled your look
after that poster right? What, you have the same one at
home?”

 


Nina looked at Tyler with wide-eyed
terror, the strange realization that it wasn’t terror which made
those eyes wide. Her actual eyes were bigger, her face somehow
changed just as much as the rest of her. She shifted her weight,
feeling close to passing out again, the tremendous heft of her
titanic tits forcing her to almost bow as she tried to find the
words she desperately wanted to scream out.

 


“Something’s… something is
wrong,” she only managed to gasp, the gasp somehow coming across as
more a breathy moan.

 


Tyler grinned as he stepped up next to
her. “Well yeah, Nina, what’s wrong is that you based your look on
an Anime character pretty notorious for kinky sex. You’re not
exactly having kinky sex you know.”

 


Nina’s eyes somehow widened even more,
her pale cheeks blushing as she straightened her posture the best
she could. The throbbing in her finger had gone away, and with it,
somehow impossibly with it, had gone the old Nina. She grinned and
reached forward, grabbing Tyler by the shirt and pulling him
against her with a sharp bounce against her chest.

 


“Let’s just correct that
error, then, shall we,” she said, her high pitched flirty voice so
much different than it once was.

 


Tyler gulped and then grinned. “Yeah…
okay… yeah, let’s correct that, Nina.”

 


The sounds of rhythmic thumping
against a glass case echoed across the anime room mere minutes
later, the heavy somewhat cartoonish slosh of tits twice the size
of her head filling Nina’s ears as she moaned and lay back, tiny
waist rolling with every punching jab of Tyler’s thick cock inside
her.

 


Something in the back of her mind
seemed to challenge this reality, something seemed to question why
she was doing this, perhaps even the vague memory of a girl she’d
been seeing on and off. Right now though, the only girl Nina saw
was herself, her own image staring back at her from that anime
poster on the wall.

 


“Oh yes, mmm… mmm,
yessss!” Nina shrieked in high pitched pleasure, her girlish tone
just as over the top as the rest of her, particularly her giant
tits Tyler had pulled over the top of her buttoned blouse, his lips
locked onto one of her massive nipples.

 


Something might seem off about this,
but this was her, Nina thought. It was always her, just hidden,
somewhere in her blood, in the dark recesses of her DNA.

 


 


 


* * *

 


 



Bambi and Carter




 


 


“Stop pushing, I’ll find a
light in a moment. Sheesh, you’d think the room would have a damn
window or something,” Carter complained, fumbling around as his
girlfriend Bambi tried to shove her way past him.

 


“You don’t have to keep my
out in this hallway by myself the whole time you look, sweetie,”
she said, using her typical manner of calling him some pet name
while also pointing out he is doing something wrong.

 


“Got it, and you weren’t
all the way out in the hall. You were standing behind me. Bambi,
I’m not sure I buy all the warnings and weirdness that Grey guy
spouted out but I do know one thing. I’m not letting my girl go
into some potentially dangerous room in the dark without
me.”

 


Bambi smiled, her bright red hair
matched briefly by a slight blush on her cheeks. “That’s sweet,
honey,” she said, “but the room is lit and we still don’t know
what’s in it. Can you move?”

 


Carter rolled his eyes as he pressed
back against the wall and let his girlfriend go ahead of him.
“Whatever you say… dear,” he said, having horrible flashbacks to
witnessing his own father saying the same things to his mom back
when they were still married and she was being a manipulative
bitch.

 


The room was large, grand scaled like
every other it seemed in this place, but entering it was certainly
cramped, tight little bottleneck entrance taking a sharp turn to
the left up ahead. Carter watched Bambi callously breeze around
that corner without a care in the world.

 


“OOOOOH!” she shouted,
squealing as though she’d just seen a mouse or
something.

 


Carter nearly tackled into back of her
as he ran around the corner and saw the room open up before them
both, his girlfriend holding her hands up to her mouth and hiding a
grin he still managed to see.

 


A quick confirmation that there was no
danger present, Carter stared instead at endless shelves along the
walls rising more than a dozen feet in the air, several small
tables in the center of the room. On every shelf, on every table,
were nothing but endless pairs of shoes.

 


“Great…” he mumbled as
Bambi went running over to some shelves with multicolored high
heels displayed. “Of all the rooms in this freaking place, I
apparently found the door to the shoe closet.”

 


“Look at them, Carter…
aren’t they pretty?” Bambi asked, grinning from ear to ear, tossing
her red hair from shoulder to shoulder faster than Carter could
blink.

 


“Yeah… awesome,” he said,
rolling his eyes, leaning against the wall next to some shelves
with men’s shoes on them.

 


“There’s sooooo many
shoes, can you believe it, Carter? I bet this Mr. Grey has a
girlfriend for every pair.”

 


Carter put a hand to his head. “Uh
huh, yeah, Grey guy is great, why didn’t I see that one
coming?”

 


Bambi turned and looked at Carter,
making a slight mocking pouty face, her typical response when
Carter got jealous, or more correctly as he would put it, when she
attempted to make him jealous. “Aww, come on Carter, you know I go
for guys with confidence and control. His entire speech was
practically about just that, the control he has over everything.
Look at this house, this… this room. It’s amazing!”

 


Carter hated a lot of habits since he
began dating Bambi, but her most annoying one by far was gushing
about other guys in front of him.

 


“Yeah, okay, dude has
money and power. Can we focus on the room?”

 


“Sure,” Bambi said,
suppressing a giggle at the sheer knowledge she’d pushed his
buttons. “Apparently he collects shoes, maybe that’s what he meant
when he said his collections were in these rooms.”

 


Carter huffed and turned to look at
some of the men’s shoes, bugged to even be here, much less be
staring at the wealth of some other guy displayed in the form of
the one thing his girlfriend seemingly couldn’t get enough of…
shoes.

 


“I bet he has lots of
strong manly shoes too, Carter,” Bambi was saying, Carter barely
paying attention.

 


Bambi reached up real high, stretching
a bit to reach a shelf just above her head. “Unhh… look, look at
those, aren’t they soooo classy?” she asked.

 


Carter was holding a pair of boots
he’d picked up, boots he half thought about throwing at the wall
and knocking a few shelves down ruining the perfectly organized
display in this glorified closet.

 


“Carteeeeeer,” Bambi
whined, her voice a bit grating when she got like this.

 


He turned and saw the pair she was
talking about. Of course, they would be green, he thought. Bambi
was predictable in some respects, and color was one of them. The
girl loved how green set off the color in her eyes, how it
contrasted so nicely with her natural red hair.

 


Even now, she wore her favorite green
dress, the full length of it from neck to mid thigh cinched at the
waist with yet another shade of green belt. The girl was obsessed
with fashion, with clothing, with everything Carter couldn’t care
less about. It was a wonder they still were together he thought,
but then Carter didn’t want to end up like his dad, a pathetic put
on guy who lost it all in the end.

 


“We can’t try these shoes
on, Bambi… you know the guy would be pissed enough if he knew we
were even up here.”

 


Bambi made her pouty face, her almost
childish begging expression she used to always get her way. Somehow
it always worked, though Carter debated whether the true success
was due to her expression or merely his desire to see the
expression stop.

 


“Okay, okay… but
seriously, be careful. Those shoes probably cost more than your
car, if the rest of this guy’s house is anything of an
example.”

 


As Carter walked over and sat the
boots he’d been holding on the floor, he reached up to the shelf
above her. Bambi seemed to be thinking about something but he
didn’t really give much thought to what that might be, at least not
until she suddenly looked him in the eyes as he held the high heels
she had been eyeing.

 


“You know, I don’t really
know how much my car cost. Daddy just went and got the one I picked
out from the pictures.”

 


Carter sighed and pushed the shoes
towards her. “Here… make it quick though. These are not your shoes
to keep.”

 


Bambi gave Carter her patented flirt
and then glanced down at the boots he’d been idly looking at. “You
should try those on too, they look dark and brooding, just like
you.” She then laughed and sat on a nearby chair, wasting little
time in kicking off her own shoes as she stared at the green heels
she was apparently falling in love with.

 


“Grr…” Carter growled,
gritting his teeth, holding his tongue as he always did when Bambi
began to really bug him. It was one part of a relationship he
easily could do without, the little annoyances that constantly
seemed present but only occasionally grew into too much to deal
with.

 


Looking around, he saw a matching
chair to the one Bambi currently sat in. Slumping down into it, he
watched her somewhat dismissively as he untied his laces, slipping
his shoes off and then turning the boot he held upside down,
matching it for size against the bottom of his foot.

 


“Seems the right size at
least,” he mumbled.

 


“I’m good with sizes,”
Bambi said, hardly even looking his way.

 


“Sizes… hmmpph,” Carter
said, thinning his eyes as he read the brand on the bottom of the
boot, unable to make much sense of it. “You know, babe, I don’t
think these are even name brand, never heard of this
one.”

 


Bambi was just about to slip her toes
down into one of the green heels. “I bet they’re some super rich
fashion from Paris maybe,” she said. “I’ve never heard of the
Pleasure Pump but that’s all that the bottom of these
say.”

 


“Pleasure Pump?” Carter
said, chuckling. “Sounds like a stripper heel, maybe you shouldn’t
put those on. You don’t like looking cheap.”

 


Bambi didn’t even reply, hardly
blinking as she instead stared at the heel, her toes already in it,
the rest of her foot smoothly following. She seemed somewhat
enamored, hypnotized by the footwear, Carter thought. Girls, go
figure, he realized. How a pair of shoes could send them squealing
and make them all gushy was beyond him, not even to touch on why
they needed to have a hundred pairs minimum in order to
survive.

 


Instead of paying much thought to
Bambi and her instant attraction to the fancy green heels, Carter
turned the boots over, opened them up by the handy zippers on one
side, and slipped his feet down inside.

 


“Damn…” he said, a bit
louder than intended.

 


The feeling of these boots on his feet
was strangely jarring, like a shock through his system, the
material wrapping his feet somewhat perfectly. When he looked over
at Bambi, expecting her to be rolling her eyes or folding her arms
across her perky chest in frustration at his outburst, Carter
instead found her still staring at the heels, now both on her
feet.

 


It wasn’t even the way she was staring
so blankly, he thought. That wasn’t what made Carter quickly put
the other boot on and get to his feet. No, it was the stillness,
the quiet. Bambi talked a lot, like most girls he imagined. She
talked mostly about herself or about what Carter was doing wrong or
needed to change, but the point remained, she talked a
lot.

 


Currently Bambi was sitting there
staring like some store mannequin which hadn’t been creatively
displayed, her posture a bit forward, her eyes focused with sharp
clarity on both green heels, the Pleasure Pumps as she had called
them.

 


“Bambi… “ Carter said,
cautiously, each step towards her reminding him just how amazingly
strong the support seemed in these boots he’d put on.

 


Waving a hand in front of her eyes
seemed to snap Bambi from her trance, and trance was really the
best word for it. She was lost, lost for the moment, and as even
she would admit, it was a feeling she’d never felt
before.

 


“Oh… um, sorry, spaced out
a bit there,” Bambi said. “These feel… incredible.”

 


“They look pretty good on
you, gotta admit,” Carter said, oddly speaking up, confidently,
strongly, the darkness in the boots giving him an oddly needed push
for asserting himself.

 


“Mmm… I feel tingly all
over,” Bambi said, slowly getting to her feet.

 


Carter watched his girlfriend take a
few tentative steps, having the rather comical mental image of
Bambi the deer taking some unsteady steps. Bambi, his hot little
redheaded girlfriend was no deer though, and the more he stared at
her, the more he felt that strength inside him, the desire to
dominate her, control her, demand she be there for him and not
herself all the time.

 


“Oooh, these… these
shoes,” Bambi cooed. “Each step… it’s like… like I feel aroused by
them.”

 


Carter was only staring, not even
hiding the bulge growing in his jeans, not even bothering to mask
the fantasies running through his mind at his girlfriend’s body.
The heels were just high enough to push her posture into a sexy
position, one which made his mind run rampant with thoughts over
other positions her body could be in. He grit his teeth and thinned
his eyes as he pictured the few times they’d really had a steamy
make out session.

 


Bambi wasn’t a cold fish but she
wasn’t the spicy hot redhead he’d anticipated when they first began
dating, definitely not too daring in the sex, not too experienced
with it from what he had managed to surmise. She was a girl who
mostly wanted what she wanted, and most of the time she got it. It
was that simple he thought, but his own desires displayed a
simplicity all their own. At the moment he found himself simply
wanting to knock her to the floor, kick out her legs with those
green heels up in the air, and fuck the living hell out of her
until he was tired or she was unconscious, whichever came
first.

 


“Mmm…” Bambi
moaned.

 


Carter looked at the chair where she’d
been sitting, noticing something for the first time, a small little
squeeze bulb and some length of clear tubing. It hadn’t been there
before, not before she’d asked him to get the shoes down from the
shelf.

 


“What is this, Bambi?”
Carter asked, almost demanded to know as he knelt down and picked
it up.

 


Bambi turned and swayed her way back
towards him, wiggling her hips, rubbing her thighs as she did. “Oh…
mmm… that was inside one of the heels.”

 


Carter looked at it, held it, gave it
a slight squeeze. Suddenly it occurred to him, though from where he
wasn’t even sure. It occurred to him exactly what he wanted to do,
what Bambi deserved after bitching and complaining so much about
Carter the year they’d been dating. He grinned with a strange glow
in his eyes, his expression tight, his jeans tighter.

 


“Here, suck on it, bitch,”
Carter said, grabbing Bambi before she could even react and shoving
the little clear tube into her mouth.

 


“Mmmphh… mmm…” Bambi
struggled briefly then relented and stared into Carter’s dark
eyes.

 


“Nice, now sizing was it?
Something tells me this is the type of sizing you’re gonna be
really good at,” he growled, shoving more length of the clear
tubing down her throat and holding the squeeze bulb up in front of
her eyes.

 


Carter squeezed it once, then twice,
then began rapidly pumping it, laughing as he stared into his
somewhat confused girlfriend’s eyes. It wasn’t her eyes he was
looking at for long though, not when he first heard her stretch out
a lengthy moan, lips tightening around the little
tubing.

 


“Mmmmmooohhhh!” Bambi
cried out, closing her eyes.

 


She could feel each little puff of
air, but more than that she could feel where those puffs of air
were building and it wasn’t in her stomach, wasn’t in her throat.
It was in her chest, her perky little chest which Carter had
constantly tried to cop feels of during the early days of their
relationship.

 


“Nice… always wondered
what you’d look like cheap, fucking spoiled bitch,” Carter said,
each and every dominant cruel word only empowering him for the next
one.

 


What he said might have been one thing
but what he did with the constant squeezing to that little squeeze
bulb was an entirely different story. Flexing his hand again and
again, Carter watched Bambi’s boobs rising like dough, her twin
flesh sacks filling up, blowing up, expanding off her small frame
in what could only be described as very quickly fake
proportions.

 


He swapped hands and pumped even
faster, Bambi moaning, seeming to orgasm standing up, her heels
trembling right along with the rest of her. “Mmm… mmm… ooooohhhh,”
she slurred, doing her best to keep her lips tight on the little
length of tubing.

 


Carter watched the green dress pull
tight, watched as her flesh began puffing up above it, grinned as
the first little stitching could be heard pulling loose, and
finally laughed as the rip began to form.

 


Bambi barely seemed to be catching her
breath, cheeks concave as she sucked in every puff Carter squeezed
into her. It was amazing she still remained standing, he thought,
but then he wouldn’t have cared if she passed out and lay at his
feet. He’d still be right there, pumping away, blowing her tits up
into massive fake melons, melons he could truly enjoy, fun bags he
could fuck and coat in cum.

 


He couldn’t take his eyes off what was
becoming of his girlfriend, what he was doing to her. He’d never
given much thought to what the man may have meant talking about
control so much, saying his collections gave control. Now he
understood though, now he saw the true potential. If shoes could
give him this much control, the possibilities were limitless.
Carter had never had control during his relationship, the strong
one but never the dominant one.

 


Now he had that control; now he was in
charge.

 


“Oooooh…” Bambi moaned as
Carter finally stopped pumping, yanking the tubing from between her
lips.

 


She swayed a bit, eyes listless,
blurry, strangely empty seeming. Peering back into her boyfriend’s
eyes, Bambi saw confidence, control, empowerment, but one look down
changed everything she was even trying to focus on.

 


“Oh fuck… mmm… what… wha
did you do to me?” she asked, slurring her words as though
drunk.

 


Carter reached up and grabbed her fat
nipples, swollen and stretched like rubber, her entire chest pale
and beyond swollen looking, like breast implants gone horribly
overboard. On Bambi’s petite frame, with her bright red hair, she
looked no less than pornographic, a once classy body now ruined
forever with the instant impression of cheapness.

 


“I made you worthy of
sticking my dick into, now bend over bitch. I’m gonna fuck that
tight little ass of yours until you can’t stand up
straight.”

 


Bambi had never dared even think of
such a thing, even in fantasy, much less with her boyfriend.
Somehow though everything she heard aroused her, the Pleasure Pumps
pumping more than just her tits up, pumping up the very center of
her pleasure center, her brain fried with arousal.

 


“Mmm… be gentle, ’kay?”
she asked.

 


Carter grabbed her dress, flipped it
up over her back, squished her forward until her massive swollen
tits rest on the chair, then slapped at her ass. “I’m gonna be as
rough as I want, bitch. Your ass belongs to me now, got
it?”

 


Bambi moaned, and not just from the
feel of him yanking her panties down with such force he tore them.
She moaned at his demanding demeanor, his commanding tone. She
couldn’t help but orgasm just from hearing him take charge, rule
her so thoroughly.

 


“Ungh… ungh… take it, take
it all, Bambi bitch. I’m gonna show you what hot little redheaded
bitches like you are good for, ungh… you know what that is
ungh?”

 


“Oh, ohhh, ohhh fuck,
unhhh, no… nooo what?” Bambi moaned, fucked harder than ever,
deeper than ever, her ass taking in every inch.

 


“You’re good for taking a
fucking load of cum, and that’s about it, you little selfish
slut.”

 


Bambi cried out in orgasm, pleasure
boiling over within her. Her toes curled in the green heels she
flexed her feet in, her tits rubbed achingly against the surface of
the ornate chair. Carter was relentless in his pounding thrusts,
none of this about her, all about him, about his desires, and what
he desired was quite simply to break her, to use her, to fill
her.

 


As Carter grunted in just the first
climax of the night, the first of Bambi’s slutty little holes
getting basted with thick creamy seed, he grinned, feeling the
freedom of movement within the strong and powerful boots. He liked
their darkness, their strength, and he even liked this room full of
shoes now.

 


Of course a lot of that was the
fucking slutty little redheaded whore taking his dick beneath him
and not the shoes or the room. Still, he thought, grabbing Bambi by
the hair, yanking her long red mane back at him as he continued
screwing her senseless, maybe he could admit, as fashion conscious
as she always had been he could be a bit of the same.

 


Right now for example, Carter
chuckled, he was looking forward to making Bambi wear plenty of
white… thick and sticky white.

 


 


 


 


* * *

 


 



 Lorelei and Ryan

 


 


“What is all this
stuff?”

 


Ryan was actually wondering the same
thing but somehow his curiosity didn’t quite present itself in as
exasperated a tone as Lorelei’s did.

 


“Bunch of electronic junk,
probably a workshop I guess,” Ryan said, mumbling as he always did
around a girl like Lorelei.

 


“Junk is right,” she said,
holding her hand up by her chest as though somehow fearful of
germs.

 


Ryan wasn’t even sure how he ended up
paired with a girl like Lorelei. It was Miller and some of the more
popular guys who organized this little half-baked plan. Somehow
when all the bodies were paired, he ended up happening to be beside
Lorelei and she didn’t much seem to care.

 


Every guy knew Lorelei, but none of
them knew her the way they really wanted. It’s probably why none of
the others paired up with her. She was the only one who guaranteed
no getting lucky in some darkened corner of this
mansion.

 


“I know one thing,”
Lorelei said, kicking at a piece of plastic with some wires
sticking out, rattling it across a floor literally covered with
stacks of half finished home electronics projects. “This Mr. Grey
character needs to get better control of his maid. If the other
rooms look like this, that’s enough work for ten of
them.”

 


Ryan shook his head, mumbling under
his breath. “He probably has ten maids in a place like
this.”

 


“What was that?” Lorelei
called out.

 


“Nothing, just don’t touch
anything.”

 


“Don’t have to worry about
that. I’m not moving my hands below my waist the entire time we’re
in here,” she quickly responded.

 


That was the problem with Lorelei,
Ryan thought. The girl never touched any high school guy below the
waist, despite how many might have wanted her below or above the
waist. She was deceptive looking, popular with the parents but
hiding her true nature quite well. Gorgeous with sea blue eyes
which sparkled wide with intelligence, Lorelei was special. The
worst part of it, she knew exactly how special she was.

 


Ryan had a thing for her like any guy,
but Ryan generally had a thing for even the most homely girl in
school, not that any of the girls in the senior class fit that
description. Sadly they were all hot, all perfect in their own way.
Unfortunately Ryan was terminally shy when it came to actually
talking to a girl. As far as his fantasies went, the truly perfect
girl would be the one he could enjoy all the benefits of and not
have to talk to, not have talking back.

 


“I think there’s a VCR
over here… you remember VCR’s Ryan?” Lorelei called out.

 


Ryan stood up, looking past the
shelves of old cables, wiring harnesses, ancient cathode tubes, and
various other electrical scrap from the past number of decades.
“Yes… who doesn’t?” he again mumbled.

 


“What?” Lorelei called
out, prancing a bit as she stepped over some junk that had toppled
into a pile near the center of the room.

 


“Nothing,” Ryan said,
“just looking at some old remotes over here.”

 


He waited until Lorelei turned away
before looking her direction, the two of them so vastly different
it was comical. He’d never exactly been one for exercise, but
clearly Lorelei spent a great deal doing anything she could to stay
in shape. Rumor had it that sex with college guys occupied some of
that fitness regimen.

 


If ever a girl looked like a sex
object, it was Lorelei. With her already captivating eyes, the rich
burgundy black of her long silky hair and blemish free perfection
of her porcelain skin merely topped the cake of lust she created
when most men looked her way. Ryan knew he’d seen some of the male
teachers give her more than a casual glance, but then what man
couldn’t look when Lorelei insisted on dressing the way she
did?

 


Even now, for a field trip downtown, a
rather dull one too until the bus broke down, Lorelei had dressed
as though she was out on a date, and the kind of dates Ryan
imagined guys paid a lot for. She was wearing a little black
cocktail dress of all things, a slinky number that literally hugged
her curves up top like a second skin while flowing free and light
over her thighs.

 


One thing no one in school had to
guess was Lorelei’s bra size. It didn’t matter that any boy her age
was off limits to her, with the way she displayed her cleavage so
prominently, most guys had mental ability to fill in the gaps and
create more than a few fantasies of the D cups she carried
around.

 


Fumbling through the pile of remotes
in the old milk crate on the table, Ryan hardly even looked at
them, staring instead at Lorelei, his partner in crime so to speak,
if crime consisted of breaking the one rule a strange rich guy gave
them about exploring his home. If only she were a partner in the
ways Ryan wanted. To say he’d suffered typical teenage hormones
this year in school was an understatement. With no outlet and his
terminal shyness, Ryan was taking what he could get as far as
successes. He’d consider just getting to stare at her a little one
of the biggest so far.

 


As Lorelei bent over, apparently
looking at a stack of old radios, Ryan nearly dropped the two
remote controls he was juggling. His palms sweaty, seeing the way
her little black dress pulled up in back practically proved enough
to send his motor skills right alongside most of the outdated
electronics in terms of functionality.

 


“Damn…” he sighed, trying
to shake away the mental fantasies flashing through his imaginative
mind.

 


Looking down at the remotes, he
noticed something he hadn’t seen before, tiny engraved printing on
the backs where the batteries went.

 


“This guy has a lot of
stuff in here, but I’m not sure I see why he’d warn us about it.
None of it looks as though it even works,” Lorelei was
saying.

 


Ryan was simply staring at the back of
the remotes, his eyes widening and then thinning as he tried to
place where he recognized the name from.

 


He could only assume it was a company
name, the way it was written on each remote. Glancing around, he
tossed both remotes back into the pile and picked up two others.
Sure enough, both had the same manufacturer on them.

 


Trance-tory, he thought, why did that
name sound familiar?

 


“You sure you haven’t
found anything interesting, Ryan? You seem pretty interested in
something over there.”

 


Ryan turned and looked at Lorelei,
blushing a bit at just how quickly his eyes dropped to her chest.
What guy could possibly help it when she showed off half her tits
to the world in such a dress then pushed her hands up beside them
for fear of accidentally brushing anything in the room.

 


“Uh, no, just looking at
the remote controls here. Er, probably just old TV remotes,” he
said, clearing his throat a little as his voice cracked.

 


“Or VCRs,” she said,
turning and looking up on some shelves. “Don’t forget the
VCRs.”

 


Ryan shook his head. The way she went
on about them you’d think VCRs were rare antiques. Looking back at
the remotes, he turned them over. This time, he definitely did jump
a little, tripping and actually stumbling as the wording on the
front caught him totally by surprise.

 


“Careful, junk is
dangerous,” Lorelei said, her girlish giggle so deceptively
flirtatious.

 


Straightening up, Ryan pulled the
remotes into one of the better lit parts of the room, positive he’d
been imagining what he read.

 


No, he thought… there it was, clear as
day. One of the remotes had a word he couldn’t read, the letters
scuffed and worn, but the other remote, the other remote said
something impossible. It couldn’t be what he read, going over each
letter again and again, and yet there it was.

 


Ryan felt his breath catch in his
throat. The strange little remote control had the word LORELEI
printed in bold at the top.

 


He stared at it for almost a minute,
reading and rereading the letters, shaking his head, blinking his
eyes, making sure he wasn’t hallucinating.

 


Why would a remote control seemingly
left in a pile of old remotes have the name Lorelei on it… and what
were the odds of him finding it as he just happened to be in the
room with a girl named Lorelei?

 


In all his life, Ryan had known
exactly one girl in town even with the name Lorelei and she was
here, across the room, skittering about, afraid of touching the
junk which apparently in one small instance bore her
name.

 


“You know, all this junk
might be worth something… at a scrapyard,” Lorelei said, giggling
her ever girlish giggle and continuing on in some story about an
uncle of hers who once owned a junkyard.

 


Ryan wasn’t even listening, not that
listening to girls talk was ever something he spent much time doing
when they looked as hot as Lorelei did. At the moment, his brain
was still too busy trying to wrap itself around the bizarre
coincidence of the remote control he held.

 


Was the product called Lorelei that it
controlled? Was it a type of cheap electronics he just had never
heard of? Why would Trance-tory, some company he just knew he
remembered from somewhere, make a remote and print LORELEI on
it?

 


Behind him, she was yammering away,
apparently talking about some third cousin who once got some rusty
nail in her foot and had to spend a night in the hospital. Ryan
couldn’t care less, but he also couldn’t very well tell her to shut
up. He’d never had the nerve to just tell a girl what to do, take
charge like most the guys his age. Then again, even none of them
told Lorelei what to do.

 


Oddly enough, he thought, Lorelei was
the girl who always held a certain degree of control. That Mr. Grey
guy would probably respect her, if he didn’t fall victim to the
leering lust most men did when Lorelei batted her pretty eyelashes
and pouted her puffy lips.

 


A remote with Lorelei’s name, Ryan
thought, turning the remote over and checking the battery
compartment. Sure enough, batteries were loaded and they even
looked fresh, no corrosion he might have expected given the dust on
everything in the room.

 


Flipping it over, he stared at the
buttons and suddenly had a rather devious thought. Sure, it was
just a passing fantasy, one a guy with his hormonal crazes had
plenty of, but still, wouldn’t it be incredible if it actually
worked? Wouldn’t it be awesome to have an actual remote to control
Lorelei with?

 


Turning towards the object of so many
fantasies, Ryan held the remote up, aiming it towards her when she
turned and looked away, still running off at the mouth with some
never ending story about scrap metal of all things. He felt the
warmth of his hand burning a bit as he squeezed the remote,
pretending, imagining, maybe even hoping a bit.

 


And then Ryan hit the mute
button.

 


Silence… strangely sudden and almost
deafening silence, at least there was from the still animated
looking girl in the cocktail dress.

 


“No fucking way,” Ryan
said, eyes widening, jaw dropping.

 


Not ten feet away, Lorelei had turned
as soon as he spoke, still saying something, still moving her
mouth, staring at him as though expecting a response. Ryan couldn’t
stop the grin from forming as he saw her lips moving, saw the way
she clearly seemed a bit annoyed at apparently repeating
herself.

 


As she lowered her hands to her hips,
tilting her head to one side, still talking, Ryan shook off the
surprise and pressed the mute button again.

 


“ou hear me the first
time, Ryan?”

 


The words simply burst out full
volume, as though his hearing had suddenly returned. It wasn’t his
hearing though, Ryan thought. It was Lorelei, sweet sexy Lorelei’s
annoyingly incessant talking which had returned.

 


“Uh… what?” he mumbled,
staring at her.

 


“Geez, Ryan… I asked you
what you found so exciting to actually shout the F word about?”
Lorelei asked, tossing her hair to one side, running a hand through
it in such a way that always made guys grin.

 


Ryan wasn’t even grinning at the way
she handled her hair. He had entirely new reasons to grin and
Lorelei apparently had no idea what those reasons were, having
completely been clueless to her brief bout of muteness.

 


“I… I er, found a remote
that works,” he said, holding it up.

 


“Oh,” Lorelei said,
“doesn’t take much to excite you, does it?”

 


Ryan shrugged, mumbling words just
beneath his breath. “Only the option of controlling you,
Lorelei.”

 


What guy out there hadn’t fantasized
about this very thing, a literal remote for a woman, and with a hot
girl like Lorelei who probably couldn’t floss her teeth and not
turn a guy on, what man wouldn’t enjoy controlling her?

 


It somehow made sense, he thought,
thinking back to the warning about these rooms. Control, it
literally was about control, and in this room, Ryan had quite
blatantly found an actual remote control for the girl he entered
the room with. What were the odds of that happening?

 


Ryan rarely allowed himself to get as
turned on when so close to a girl, typically the embarrassment of
her seeing or realizing it leading only to humiliation. Currently
though, he wasn’t giving in to embarrassment. He was however giving
in to base urges he knew were probably immoral, illegal, and
downright inexcusable.

 


He walked closer to Lorelei, her
attention already caught up in some storage bins with more scraps
of partially broken or unfinished power converters and surge
protectors. He walked right up until he could smell the perfume
she’d worn, her scent always one of the first downfalls of nearby
men, helpless to fight the smile a girl like Lorelei could
bring.

 


“You want something?”
Lorelei asked, turning and looking him in the eyes.

 


Ryan wanted something alright. He
wanted her, and now… now he had the ability to have her. The only
thing was, he wanted her like he’d always wanted her.

 


Looking to the side, he saw some
batteries scattered on a table. Picking one up, he tossed it at
her, watching her actually scoot a bit to one side and let it roll
across the floor. “Sorry, dropped that…” he said, rather calmly.
“Can you pick it up for me?”

 


Lorelei furrowed her perfectly arched
eyebrows and turned, looking at the little battery. “Um… okay, you
know, Ryan, you’re kinda acting a little stranger than normal…
which is saying something.”

 


She turned away, bending over and
reaching for the battery. Her cocktail skirt lifted up her thighs,
her muscles clenched a bit to keep her balance, and Ryan raised the
remote control, aiming it right at her.

 


“I’m not sure why you
wanted this though, it’s just a-“

 


Lorelei’s voice instantly clicked off,
but this time it wasn’t because Ryan had hit mute. No, he thought
grinning somewhat madly with the sense of power he had over the
girl. He’d hit the pause button, and now Lorelei was literally
frozen, bent over, reaching one hand out, perky little ass up, sexy
little black dress tugging so sensually across her every
curve.

 


Stepping to one side, Ryan waved a
hand in front of Lorelei’s face. He laughed when she didn’t blink,
didn’t change a single quality of her expression. Reaching out
cautiously, he touched her shoulder, feeling her smooth soft skin.
No response, not a single sign she was aware of
anything.

 


Lorelei was frozen, paused at the push
of a button, and that was what turned Ryan on more than any vivid
fantasy he might have previously had about the girl.

 


She was his to control; he held the
remote, but for the moment, the remote could wait. Ryan had bigger
things to take care of, and one of those things certainly demanded
immediate attention, he thought, shifting a bit as his pants tented
quite prominently.

 


Stepping up behind her, Ryan pressed
against Lorelei, feeling her warmth, her perfection. He leaned over
and set the remote carefully on the nearby table, then clapped his
hands together excitedly. Eyes wide, Ryan did what so many men
probably had imagined, what only the lucky college guys she dated
likely ever had a chance to do. He reached around Lorelei and
squeezed her tits.

 


“Oh fuck… shit, they are
fucking amazing,” Ryan said, his voice oddly echoing around the
room, Lorelei not even blinking as Ryan squeezed once, twice, then
burrowed his fingers right down her deep plunging
neckline.

 


In seconds her cocktail dress was
pulled down, freeing her tits, allowing Ryan easy access to hug her
against him and fondle the girl somewhat aggressively. He pinched
and pulled on her nipples, crushing them together, slapping them up
and down as she bent over paused in such an innocent act of picking
up a battery off the floor.

 


Ryan groaned as he dry humped her from
behind, feeling her flesh, massaging it, pulling his hands back to
her hips and holding her as he and so many had longed to do for so
long in school.

 


“Fuck it,” Ryan said,
unable to contain himself any longer.

 


He grabbed her skirt and flipped it
up, yanking the black panties he found there halfway down her
thighs. Fumbling with his belt, he dropped his pants and grabbed
Lorelei once again by the hips, slamming his cock deep inside her
with one somewhat overzealous thrust.

 


“Ungh… shit… oh fuck yes,
yes, Lorelei, yeeeeesss!” Ryan grunted, fucking the girl, fucking
her so hard, holding her in that frozen little paused position and
ramming his dick deeper and deeper inside her.

 


Leaning over, he reached around,
playing with her tits, pulling them, stretching them, hugging her
back against him as he listened to the slap slap slap of flesh on
flesh.

 


“Ungh… ungh… damn, you’re
so fucking hot, Lorelei,” Ryan shouted, never having built the
nerve up to speak so loudly to a girl much less about
her.

 


Lorelei was perfect, perfect body,
perfect fuck… the perfect toy and he had the remote to control that
toy.

 


Minutes were all Ryan could hope to
last, but who really cared when this was all about him? He was in
control, he was the one who held the power. Currently, he thought,
grinning bigger than ever, he was the one fucking one hell of a
thick load deep inside Lorelei’s wet little pussy.

 


She was good and fucked, Ryan thought,
pulling out a few seconds later. He backed away, then staggered
quite satisfied over to the table where the remote was. Lorelei
remained as she had been, bent over, reaching for the battery, same
look in her eyes, same everything.

 


Except now, he noticed, Lorelei’s
cocktail dress was pulled down in front, pulled up in back, and
creamy oozes of white could be seen trailing down her perfect toned
thighs.

 


Staring at the object of so much lust,
Ryan had a rather depraved idea, more so at least than the ideas
and actions he already had given into. Raising the remote, he
watched her and pressed the pause button again, awaiting her
reaction to what had just happened.

 


“battery…aaahhh, oh,
oooohhhh fuuuuuck!” Lorelei said, completing her previously begun
statement with one hell of a spontaneous orgasm.

 


She almost fell forward, body sore in
places she wasn’t prepared for, climax to end all climaxes
overtaking her with a wave of confusion to match.

 


“What… what happened?” she
asked, staring at her tits, grabbing her cocktail dress and tugging
it back up, feeling the stickiness and looking down to her
thighs.

 


Ryan felt the control still within
him, a sense of control he knew had awakened an animal, and a horny
one at that. He no longer even felt shy around Lorelei, around any
girl but especially around her.

 


“We fucked,” Ryan said
almost casually.

 


Lorelei’s eyes widened, the perfect
pools of sea blue swirling with the reality of the situation. “We
what?” she shouted.

 


“Fucked,” Ryan said
slowly, approaching her. “I fucked you so damn hard, and damn…
you’re turning me on for a second round right now.”

 


“WHAT?” Lorelei shouted,
opening her mouth wide as Ryan pressed pause again.

 


“Perfect,” he said,
chuckling. “You’ve given blow jobs before right,
Lorelei?”

 


Naturally she didn’t answer but she
didn’t very well need to as Ryan laid the remote down and walked
right up to the surprised looking frozen girl. He grabbed a nearby
chair and carefully judged the height, then stepped onto it and
right in front of her, sliding the tip of his hard cock past her
lips.

 


“Ungh… yes, fuck yes,
Lorelei!”

 


Over and over, Ryan used Lorelei’s
lovely body, pausing and unpausing her only when he had finished.
Feeding her thick spurts of sperm, screwing her exceptional tits,
dumping load after load inside the girl’s various holes until he
just couldn’t go another round.

 


He lost track of the time, their
twenty minute deadline come and gone. What he didn’t lose track of
was all the slutty things he had Lorelei do, merely by making sure
she was posed just right when he wanted to pause her for more fun.
Throughout it all many things had surprised him, not the least of
which was his impressive stamina and staying power, but one thing
surprised him more than any other after fucking Lorelei for the
third time, this time having her up against a wall, tits squished
against his chest the entire time.

 


“Mmm… fuck… we did it
again didn’t we?” Lorelei asked rather slurred in her speech, the
constant sudden orgasms clearly taking their toll on
her.

 


“Sure did,” Ryan grinned,
boldly grabbing her by the tits and leading her with him as he
walked.

 


“Mmm… so good, sooooo
good, “ she moaned.

 


Ryan turned and stared at her.
“Really?”

 


Lorelei nodded. “I just wanna fuck
like that again and again. It’s kinky… it’s so damn
kinky.”

 


Ryan laughed. Of all the things about
Lorelei he knew, the one thing he didn’t know, couldn’t have known,
was that she just loved being taken… being taken hard, being taken
with force. Ryan presented the one thing she never could have with
anyone else, the complete powerless unknown of never fully being
prepared.

 


“I think I’m gonna enjoy
you,” Ryan said.

 


Lorelei grinned, the look in her eyes
anything but innocent. “Mmm… fuck me, Ryan, just surprise me when,
where, and how,” she said, licking her lips.

 


Fuck the rest of the senior class,
Ryan thought, forgetting about hurrying back to the parlor with
Lorelei. He had better things to do, and her words alone had
resurged his hormones into overdrive.

 


“Look over there, you
dirty slut,” Ryan said, pointing past her.

 


As soon as she turned, he raised the
remote and hit pause.

 


Seconds later, grunts and the renewed
colliding of flesh against flesh could be heard throughout the
room, shelves rattling as Ryan pressed Lorelei up against them. He
stared at the way her eyes were so glassy, the empty frozen lust in
those paused perfect orbs. He couldn’t get enough of her body,
enough of the control, and in a way he wondered. Was that not truly
what controlled him?

 


Was he in control of Lorelei, his
eager little fuck puppet, or was the lust to continue fucking her
in ever kinkier ways, in frozen moments of her life, actually
controlling him?

 


For now it didn’t matter. Little else
mattered than stuffing his dick inside one of the most gorgeous
girls he’d ever seen.

 


 


 


 


* * *

 


 



 Abigail and Connor

 


 


 


“These doors are heavy,”
Connor said, gritting his teeth a little with the effort just to
fully open the door to their chosen room.

 


Abigail looked at him and frowned.
“Maybe they wouldn’t be if you had a little muscle tone,” she said
rather snidely.

 


Stepping into the darkened room, a
hint of reddish light coming from a small alcove at the far end,
Connor barely looked around before cutting his eyes sharply back at
Abigail. “Hey, I work out… the doors here are like solid wood,
thick, it isn’t my muscles that are the problem.”

 


Abigail smiled, the typical smile she
had when pushing buttons. “I’m messing with you, Connor, though
obviously you must be a little sensitive about your looks if you
react that quickly.”

 


“Let’s just look around
this room,” Connor said. “The place is freaking huge, might take
awhile just to figure out what that guy was talking about, why he
warned us about these rooms.”

 


Abigail folded her arms, slightly
chilled in the cool dark space. Even though they couldn’t yet see
all of their surroundings, the room felt large, large and oddly
empty, though she definitely could make out waist high shelves
around the edges of the space and a large curtain or something in
the center.

 


“There… found a light
switch.”

 


“And you flipped it all by
yourself, Connor, good boy,” Abigail said, cutting her eyes at him
as the lights came up overhead.

 


“Shut up, not like you’re
anything but skinny yourself,” he said, elbowing her playfully as
he walked past her towards the curtain she’d seen with the lights
down.

 


What surprised both of them about the
room wasn’t the size which could easily fit a couple of classrooms
at their school inside it. What surprised them was just how empty
it truly was. Only the shelves around the outskirts of the room
were taking away from the emptiness, those and the curtain which
Abigail saw was roughly eight feet high by eight feet wide and
looked to be just a marbleized pattern, a backdrop she
realized.

 


“What do you make of this,
some kind of modern art?” Connor asked, standing in front of the
hanging curtain.

 


Abigail stood by the shelves against
one wall, turned and took one of the items off the shelf.
“Seriously, you don’t remember getting your senior portrait last
month?” she asked, holding up the dusty polaroid camera and
pressing the button on the side.

 


Connor jumped a little with the sudden
noise of the motor in the old camera, Abigail genuinely surprised
the thing worked, and that it apparently was loaded with a
cartridge of instant photo paper. “Shit… don’t do that, you scared
the shit out of me.”

 


“Sorry, sheesh, toughen
up,” Abigail said. “You’re sensitive about everything today aren’t
you?”

 


As she held the developing photo,
keeping the camera by her side, Abigail walked along the shelf,
glancing from one old camera to another, an entire collection of
them, which fit when she thought about Mr. Grey’s specific words.
He’d said nothing about what he collected, only that they dealt
with control, something she kinda got the impression he was
obsessed about. Either way, no one could deny that cameras gave
people a sense of control, the ability to capture a moment, to
relive it, to enhance it given modern technology.

 


The thing was, none of the cameras
were modern, and all of them seemed from an age when control was
limited by the push of a button.

 


“You know I really have
been working out, all year,” Connor said, across the opposite side
of the room now, poking at some old flashbulb attachments and
lighting. “Been taking these protein shakes and trying to bulk up a
bit. Lean muscle is still muscle but yeah, I’m a little sensitive
about it.”

 


Abigail idly waved the developing
photo, fanning herself. She reached the end of the line of cameras
on display, then held the old instant one she had used up, turning
it around, looking at the back. “Just lighten up a little, Connor,”
she said, fumbling with the camera, the old ones pretty big
compared to modern stick cameras. “Trust me, I’ve had to when it
comes to the other girls.”

 


Connor looked back at Abigail,
studying her for a moment before crossing the room to join her. He
wasn’t entirely sure what she meant, at least from his perspective.
She was cute, shoulder length brown hair that wasn’t too mousy,
always seeming clean and smooth. Her eyes were brown too but there
were plenty of brown eyed girls who looked great in his
opinion.

 


“They think you need to
work out?” he asked, stepping up beside her.

 


“Not the same with girls,”
Abigail said. “They have other criticisms…” she said, gesturing
subtly with her eyes downward.

 


“Oh,” Connor said,
scratching behind one ear, looking back towards the curtain as he
realized what she meant.

 


So she wasn’t much up top, he thought.
Connor had never really been picky when it came to girls,
especially when it came to what he liked about them. Abigail might
be a bit flat-chested but she had plenty of very feminine features
any guy would love. The other girls could be real bitches though;
that much he knew quite well.

 


Turning and looking at Abigail,
intending to say something supportive, though trying to figure out
how to even word it so she wouldn’t slap him, Connor instead
paused, noticing the strange way Abigail was staring at the photo
she held, the instant one she’d shot of him by surprise.

 


“Please don’t tell me I
look even scrawnier in that picture,” he said, leaning in to look
at it.

 


“No,” Abigail said, almost
breathless, her eyes wide as she looked from the little square over
to him. “It’s… you… you look…”

 


Connor took the photo from her, held
it up under one of the spot lights aiming down from the ceiling,
then felt a wave of dizziness overtake him.

 


The room spun, the walls closing in
and spreading out, and Connor couldn’t help closing his eyes for
just a second. Somehow during that second something changed,
something within him, something he couldn’t even define. All he
knew was that when he shook off the dizziness, the lightheadedness,
Connor was staring down at the little instant photo and trying to
tell what about it had surprised Abigail.

 


“It’s me,” he said, rather
flatly. “What about me?”

 


Abigail didn’t say a word and when
Connor looked up at her, he noticed she now had the exact same
expression staring at him holding the photo as she had the photo
when she held it.

 


“What?” he
asked.

 


“You… you’re buff,” she
said, tripping over her words.

 


Connor looked to each shoulder, held
up the little photo and flexed a muscle, the bulging sinews popping
like they always did since he’d begun working out. He grinned at
Abigail, turning to the side, making a tough guy pose for her. “Of
course I am, babe, all the girls say that to me.”

 


Abigail actually backed up, surprised
but almost afraid seeming as Connor even spoke tougher, stronger,
more confident and fittingly dominant considering his physique.
She’d seen it happen, seen the literal transformation as he held
that photo, the photo she knew had looked more like some funhouse
mirror image of the boy she actually took the photo of.

 


He’d become that photo; he’d literally
become what was in the photo right before her eyes.

 


“You… you weren’t buff
before, Connor. We were just talking about it; don’t you
remember?”

 


Connor appeared to think, the process
strangely seeming a bit straining for him, as Abigail noticed just
how much of a caveman he seemed to be. His muscles were bigger than
his brain and the entire package made him definitely look a bit
duller behind the eyes. “Funny, Abigail,” Connor finally said,
making a muscle and laughing as he leaned over to kiss it. “What we
were talking about was how all the girls but you can’t get enough
of my super stud body.”

 


Abigail looked at the camera she still
held, spun it around, trying to find some explanation, not that any
button or warning would explain what had just happened to Connor.
She tried to reason it out, to put some logic behind the insane she
had just witnessed. Instead, she only saw a normal polaroid camera,
dusty but otherwise nothing strange to indicate why Connor was now
looking like a young Mr. Universe making various muscle poses as he
strutted back and forth in front of her.

 


“Connor, stop… just stop,”
she said. “Something is wrong, you weren’t this buff before, you
weren’t like this.”

 


“How was I then?” he
asked, stopping and stepping right up to her, his masculinity
somewhat overpowering as she breathed in the scent of sweat and
testosterone.

 


“You, well you were
normal, but sensitive about your muscles, thin… er… skinny
sorta.”

 


Connor laughed, a deep manly chuckle.
“That was you, babe, you’re super skinny, kinda puny for my
interests but… it doesn’t mean I’m not interested.”

 


He raised an eyebrow and winked at
her, the entire attitude different, not just his looks. “Stop it,
Connor, and stop calling me babe.”

 


Connor just grinned.

 


“It’s something to do with
this camera. I didn’t know it would… would do what it did. The
camera must have changed you, into… into this,” she said, putting
one hand to her head as the beginnings of a headache
formed.

 


“Cute, funny idea, babe…
er honey,” Connor said, “but the only thing that did this to me is
me. I’m chugging down the protein shakes, buffing up, becoming a
real man.”

 


“It was the camera,
Connor,” Abigail said, holding it up.

 


In one move she couldn’t have hoped to
stop, Connor snatched the camera away from her, even his fingers
showing impressive musculature. “Hmmph,” he grunted. “Pretty old
camera to be doing such awesome things,” he laughed. “Maybe I
should take a photo of you, see if we can’t change your attitude to
something more entertaining.”

 


“No… no don’t do that,
Connor,” Abigail said, holding her hands up. “Just leave it alone,
there’s something bad about it.”

 


Connor winked, cracking his now
natural seeming arrogant grin. “What could be bad about snapping an
instant photo of the babe that lucked out and got me alone in this
creepy mansion?”

 


Before she could even think of a
response, Connor pressed the button on the side of the old
polaroid, loud motorized buzzing and flash going off right in her
face. For several seconds, Abigail saw spots, but then quickly
looked down at herself, held an arm up, studied every part of her
she could see.

 


“I’m… I’m fine,” she said,
relieved.

 


“Damn… I’ll say you are,”
Connor said, holding the little photo he’d been rapidly waving to
speed up the development.

 


Abigail looked at him, thinned her
eyes trying to make out the little photo, then noticed how directed
his grin was, how focused his suddenly intense caveman eyes were.
He was staring at her body, not her face, staring at it like some
perverted creep. Worse, she had a strange feeling she knew why he
was staring at it that way.

 


The camera, she realized, somehow the
camera did change things, but the changes didn’t happen until the
one in the photo held the photo. There was no way she was touching
that little photo, no matter what Connor saw in it, and seemed to
see in her.

 


“Look, babe, although I
see what you mean about being called babe. You’re more the bimbo
type huh, fucking hot if you ask me, ungh…” Connor said, grunting
as he tightened all his muscles and forced the photo towards
Abigail.

 


“No, uh, no thanks,”
Abigail said, voice shaky.

 


“Take it, bimbo, ungh…
take it and then maybe I’ll give you what you really wanna
take.”

 


Abigail wanted to refuse, hated the
way Connor seemed to be debasing her, talking like a complete
meathead, a brainless moron with muscles to do his thinking. She
wanted to get away but Connor was just too strong, too fast, his
lightning fast reflexes grabbing her arm, pulling it forward and
thrusting the little photo into her hand.

 


As soon as she touched it, dizziness
overtook her, the world spinning, everything going bright and dim,
over and over until a strobe light of imagined flashbulbs seemed to
be going off in her face. Abigail breathed as best she could and
stared at the photo of herself, the photo which wasn’t her… but
somehow even as it happened, she knew was becoming her.

 


“Oh… oooh,” she moaned,
feeling the tightening of her shirt, the stretching of the fabric
very destructive as her neckline ripped open, what had been a
rather conservative scoop neck plunging into lurid depths which the
old Abigail had never considered wearing.

 


Her hands flew up, her tits swelling
outward, her shoulder length brown hair growing longer, brightening
blonder. Abigail moaned as her hips cracked and repositioned, her
body reshaping itself to perfectly match the bimbo in the photo,
the slutty little sex object Connor had taken a photo
of.

 


No matter how she pushed, her hands
soon couldn’t contain the fat creamy white flesh bags bouncing from
side to side on her chest, her headache intensifying as well until
Abigail literally could feel each of her thoughts swelling up and
popping, exploding away into nothingness, her mind wiping away to a
new degree of simpleness.

 


“Mmmm… like, like what
happened?” she giggled, suddenly swaying a bit, almost falling
forward from the sudden weight of her giant tits.

 


Connor licked his lips and grabbed
Abigail, steadying her, tilting her chin up to look in his eyes.
Her own once brown eyes were bright blue, blue and empty, barely
the slightest complicated process going on beyond them. She grinned
and hopped a little, her massive breasts bouncing against his
musclebound chest as he hugged her and gave her exactly the
response she most wanted to hear.

 


“What happened is that you
were acting silly about this camera,” Connor said. “Instead of
getting down on all fours like the bimbo bitch you are.”

 


Abigail blushed, moaning a little as
Connor grabbed her left boob, squeezing it and looking her up and
down. “Mmm… gimme,” she said, reaching her slender fingers forward
and groping across Connor’s perfect abs, thrusting her hand down
his pants. “Give Abby what she needs, please…”

 


As she gasped and groaned, Connor
grunted and pulled her hand from his pants. “Babe, I’m gonna give
your tight little body everything it needs and more.”

 


He spun her around, actually lifting
her up, then tossing her to the floor somewhat brutally, kicking
her legs apart as she got to her hands and knees. With caveman
actions only a musclebound stud like Connor could enjoy, he grabbed
Abigail’s long blonde hair and yanked it back, sinking down to the
floor behind her.

 


“You take it… Abby, take
it deep,” he moaned into her ear, pulling her up so her fat titties
swayed from side to side, thrusting his cock so hard it forced her
panties aside without the need to even consider pulling them
down.

 


“Oh… ooooh fuck, mmmm yes,
yesssss, oh fuck, Connor… yesss, oooh, like fuck me… like fuck my
silly brains out!”

 


Connor set about doing just that very
thing, humping the little bimbo for all she was worth, using every
ounce of strength he had in him to thrust deep, fast, rapid
punching blows of his thick cock straight up inside her tight
little bimbo body.

 


He found his simple thoughts turning
to the idea of control. Controlling his protein intake had given
him a body like no other in school, a monster of a man literally.
Right now he was enjoying the control needed to ensure that he gave
sweet little simple and fuckable Abby more than a few healthy doses
of protein herself.

 


Grunting, listening to Abby’s
screaming orgasms, Connor closed his eyes and came like never
before in his life. He wondered why he hadn’t done this before,
before they came into this room, why he’d never just bent Abby over
the water fountain in the hall at school and slid the length of his
cock up her tight little cunt. He wondered why he’d never
remembered desiring her big tits before.

 


Things changed though, and sometimes
they changed in a flash. One thing he knew, they had plenty of
cameras around to capture the memories they created, memories of
dirty little fucks he knew he wouldn’t lose stamina for anytime
soon.

 


 


 


 


* * *

 


 



 Megan and Linus

 


 


 


 


While a much changed Connor and
Abigail may have been over their surprise at the sparseness of the
photography room, two of their fellow seniors were in the only room
emptier.

 


In fact, the room Megan and Linus
found themselves in was entirely empty.

 


“I don’t get it,” Linus
said, scratching his head and pushing his glasses up his nose.
“There’s literally nothing in here… nothing but stale
air.”

 


Megan circled the room for the third
time, having her typical edgy posture, tossing back her long black
hair several times, cracking her knuckles in the typical annoyed
way she did when bothered by something she couldn’t quite
define.

 


“It’s stupid,” she said,
“stupid and weird. What kind of a rich eccentric has an empty room
in his mansion, especially one he claimed was among his collection
rooms, the rooms where blah blah blah control or
whatever?”

 


Linus walked over to her as she
stopped near one corner of the wide open space, the windows at
least providing a nice sense of where they were in the massive
home. Outside the rain poured, the sky nearly dark with night, the
clouds and fog so thick it was difficult to even tell where the
forest ended and route 13 began, though Linus had the feeling these
windows faced that direction.

 


“It’s a room, but there’s
no furniture, no carpet, not even a hanging light fixture,” Linus
said, already having pointed these things out at least twice by
Megan’s count.

 


She looked up at the recessed pot
lights in the ceiling, the cathedral ceiling only adding to the
emptiness, their steps echoing each one they took, their voices
echoing, the entire space seeming devoid of anything besides the
two of them.

 


“It’s stupid,” she said,
leaning back against the wall, reaching in her small black purse
and pulling out her phone.

 


As Megan held the phone up, snapping
some photos of the emptiness, Linus again pushed his glasses up his
nose, reminding himself mentally to tighten the screws on his left
earpiece later. He found himself thinking about their day, a day
he’d actually enjoyed up until the mile or so hike here to this
place in the rain.

 


The museum field trip was something he
had looked forward to all year, but then Linus supposed he might be
alone in that passion. In a school as small as theirs, with a
senior class as small as this one, Linus was the king of the nerds,
but nerd wasn’t so bad a thing anymore, he thought.

 


Nerds were cool, clever, and always in
style it seemed. He knew computers, he knew books, but the one
thing he didn’t know was easily represented in the form of
Megan.

 


It wasn’t as though Megan was in the
popular girls of class, being a bit of a loner herself. Where Linus
fit the nerd stereotype by the book, Megan fit the goth girl
persona, one she seemed quite comfortable with. Her pale skin was
paler than most, her black hair blacker than most, and despite it
all, she looked amazing to guys like Linus.

 


Heck, he thought, most guys probably
thought Megan looked amazing, though they’d never dare say it for
fear of being punched in the jaw. Megan was a tough girl, unafraid
to raise the middle finger behind a teacher’s back when that
teacher gave her crap about always dressing in black.

 


“HEY!” Megan almost
shouted, suddenly staring at her phone.

 


“What is it?” Linus asked,
stepping closer.

 


“My phone… I think it
works in here,” Megan said.

 


Linus stared at her, looked at the
phone in her hands, and did his best not to attempt a subtle look
down past the collars of her black leather jacket. Today had been
the rare day everything she wore wasn’t black and the white tank
top underneath was damp from the rain, damp enough that he could
see she wasn’t wearing a bra.

 


“Let me see, I really
don’t think it’s possible though,” Linus said, reaching for the
phone.

 


“Shut up, it’s my phone, I
can use it,” Megan said, slapping his fingers away. “And it’s got
five bars, best signal since we left the city actually.”

 


Linus looked around the room, looked
up, then turned to look out the windows. “I just don’t see how,
there’s nothing in this room, and the storm is still outside.
Besides, didn’t Mr. Grey say something about controlling things
like cell phones, or signals, or something?”

 


Megan rolled her eyes, walking up
beside him, holding the phone where he could see the five strong
bars of signal. “He said he didn’t have a cell tower put up but
that’s beside the point. Look, see, a signal.”

 


Linus had to admit. Megan had a point,
at least unless something was wrong with her phone, not that he
could tell without looking closer at it. The phone seemed to have a
signal though, and who was he to argue with at least attempting a
phone call on it?

 


“Well, call someone,”
Linus said.

 


Megan thinned her lips the way he’d
seen her do more than a few times over the years in school, a look
that usually preceded her kicking someone’s ass and ending up in
detention. Linus shrunk back a little, flinching before she even
gave him reason to.

 


“Don’t tell me what to do,
twerp,” Megan said, adjusting her jacket as she leaned back against
the wall next to the window. She lifted the phone up and started to
press her finger to bring up the number pad on screen.

 


Suddenly a loud beeping which sounded
oddly enough like the funeral march came from the phone. “What was
that?” Linus asked, again diverting his eyes from the impressively
perky cleavage peeking out from the open leather jacket Megan
wore.

 


“Duh, it was a text,”
Megan said. “I thought you were a genius or something.”

 


Linus pushed his glasses up. “I’m
smart, but it doesn’t mean I know what every sound your phone makes
means,” he said.

 


“Well, that means I got a
text,” Megan said, using both thumbs on the screen, holding the
phone up and staring closely at it.

 


Several seconds passed by and Megan’s
expression flashed through several emotions, strong ones if her
straightening posture and tightened lips gave any
indication.

 


“Well, should I ask about
what the text says or will you beat me up if I do?” Linus asked,
actually taking a step back just in case she really did decide to
kick his ass.

 


“It’s… it’s nothing,”
Megan said quite angrily. “Just some asshole’s idea of a
joke.”

 


She still held the phone, still stared
at whatever the text message said, eyes positively glowing with the
most contained rage Linus believed he had ever seen in Megan’s
eyes.

 


He bit his lower lip, looking around
the empty room, finally deciding to risk saying what was on his
mind. “Clearly it’s not nothing, Megan. What’s it say?”

 


Megan was angry but at least her anger
seemed directed and fortunately not in Linus’ direction as she made
an actual slight growl beneath her breath and thrust the phone out
towards him. “Fine, read it, but it’s some bullshit asshole joke
and it pisses me off someone would send that.”

 


Linus took the phone, watching the way
Megan seemed to fold her arms and pout, an angry but contained
frustration which easily seemed to have gotten the best of
her.

 


Turning the phone over, he again
pressed his glasses into place and stared at the little text
message on screen.

 


“Huh?” he said, his first
reaction to reading the words printed there. As he scrolled down,
he couldn’t help but smile, the very idea of what the message said
more than a little ridiculous, and admittedly kinda hot to think
about, though he could tell what pissed Megan off so
much.

 


“This is… well…
different,” Linus finally said scrolling back up to read the
message from the beginning.

 


“It’s sick is what it is,”
Megan said, dropping her arms to her sides and balling her fingers
into fists. “It’s some sick joke, and it doesn’t even make
sense.”

 


Linus stared at it, then began to read
the text out loud, doing his best not to grin at the parts which
certainly would make less mature teenagers his age break out and
just laugh.

 


“You have been Bimbo
Bombed. You have five minutes to change your choice language and
stop cussing all the time or you will have that attitude milked out
of you, literally.”

 


Linus paused before going on, making
sure Megan didn’t seem ready to lunge at him and brutally murder
him for speaking any of this joke text out loud.

 


“If you continue cussing,
five minutes from the moment you received this text your… er… tits
will begin lactating, fattened little udders in desperate need of
being squeezed or sucked. You will be helpless to resist the milky
needs that arise and will do anything if someone will just drain
your heavy teats.”

 


Linus let his voice fade a little as
Megan reached for the phone, her eyes as dark as her hair, angry,
annoyed, embarrassed. “It’s a fucking joke, a fucking fucking
fucking stupid ass joke,” she said, actually emphasizing each use
of the word fucking.

 


“It has to be a joke,”
Linus agreed, though secretly caught himself staring at her chest,
imagining the bizarre image the text did bring to mind.

 


“It doesn’t even make
fucking sense,” she shouted turning to look out the windows. “What
the fuck does… does milking have to do with bimbos? Bimbo Bombed,
ha, stupid assholes. Even I know that bimbos are stupid airheads,
not… cow sluts or whatever the hell this message tries to
imply.”

 


“No argument here,” Linus
said, quickly wanting to get on her side before she took out the
anger she had against him for being a guy or something.

 


“Five fucking minutes,”
Megan said. “What’s that supposed to be, like a countdown? Stupid
fucking text message.”

 


Linus shrugged, watching as Megan took
off her leather jacket, tossing it to the floor and folding her
arms in what quite easily was a pose of annoyance. No matter what
attitude the girl conveyed to most of the world, she was still a
teenager and she still had a lot she wasn’t in control of. Clearly
people sending messages like the one on that phone were people she
couldn’t control and she actually for the first time he could
remember looked a little vulnerable.

 


“I guess… um, it was like
the bombing part. A countdown yeah,” Linus said, mumbling a bit,
not sure whether to dare approach her and offer comfort or join her
in cussing out the sender whoever it had been.

 


“It’s fucking stupid,” she
said, folding her arms up under the breasts that message had made
reference to.

 


No matter how tough she was, Linus had
to admit, Megan was definitely hot, hot in the way that any guy
would be incapable of totally ignoring. Beyond the pale pale skin,
the dark dark mane of hair, and the generally goth girl fashions,
she had a body that was amazing. Her tight little cut off jean
shorts and thick black belt contrasted nicely with the white tank
top she wore, one which definitely seemed a bit outgrown now that
she’d removed the heavy leather jacket. Linus made sure she wasn’t
watching as he checked her out, a smart move if he ever was given
the trait of being smart.

 


“Well, I guess it’s been
five minutes anyway, so let it slide, maybe…” Linus offered.
“Delete it and forget it, that’s what I’d do. Besides didn’t we
have a call to make?”

 


Megan nodded, turning to look towards
him. Linus immediately diverted his eyes at the way her dark
nipples could be seen easily through her still slightly damp white
top. If anything they looked even more obvious but probably that
was just the power of suggestion and all the images that text
message brought to mind.

 


“Fucking stupid asshole,
if I ever catch the idiot that sent this to me…” Megan trailed
right off, her voice fading in mid-stride as she was walking
towards Linus.

 


“You’d um… kill him?”
Linus offered, still mildly concerned for his own
safety.

 


Megan stared at the phone, then stared
past it at Linus. “I’d… I’d beg him,” she said, her voice softer,
the tip of her tongue flicking out to run along her lower
lip.

 


Linus wasn’t sure he’d heard her
correctly but then he had caught himself looking at her tits again,
hard not to given how she seemed to have suddenly stiffened her
posture. “Er… you’d beg him?”

 


Megan nodded, actually seeming just as
confused by her words as Linus was, even baffled by her nodding.
“Fuck… I’d beg him so much,” she said, almost a whisper.

 


“Beg him for what? You
okay, Megan?”

 


Megan shook her head. “No… I… I don’t
think I am, but fuck would I beg him, beg him to… unhh… to…” Megan
said, words seeming strained, her hands clenching and unclenching,
fingers clawing a bit as she rest them against her
chest.

 


Linus felt sure Megan was playing some
sort of joke. She had to be, but then given as pissed as she just
was at jokes like this, why would she ever play one on him, and why
would she ever say what she said next?

 


“Oh god, I’d fucking beg
him to milk me soooo hard!” she groaned, squeezing her hands over
each of her tits, fondling them, massaging them through her shirt,
staring at Linus the entire time.

 


She dropped her phone and Linus barely
even paid attention to the sound of it bouncing on the floor. He
barely could tear his eyes away from the insanely hot image of
Megan standing there, feeling herself up, arching her back to show
him how immensely large and impressively perky her tits really
were.

 


When at last he did look down, Linus
saw the phone. The screen was lit, the message still on it. It
wasn’t the message though he looked at. No, Linus thought, the
message wasn’t near as shocking right now as the time stamp above
it, a time stamp that indicated five minutes had literally just
passed, right about when Megan had started towards him, right about
when her voice trailed right off mid-sentence.

 


“Mmm… fuck, I’m such a
fucking cow aren’t I, Linus?” Megan asked, Linus looking up at her,
watching as she lifted the bottom edge of her tank top.

 


“I… you…” Linus tried to
say, not even sure what to say as he saw her pale flat tummy, her
perfect little belly button accented by a tiny black skull
stud.

 


“You’ll do it won’t you,
hmmm?” Megan asked. “Please say you’ll do it.”

 


Linus hardly even thought about his
glasses sliding down his nose, his jaw dropping open. He stared as
Megan pulled her shirt up more, the heavy undersides of her boobs
quite abruptly on display before him. They bobbled from side to
side with her movements, seeming swollen, heavy, literally making
slight sloshing noises as she continued lifting her
shirt.

 


“Wha… d-do what?” he
asked.

 


Megan licked her lips and then pulled
her tank top over her head, large bare tits jiggling obscenely in
front of her as she tossed the shirt to the floor near her phone.
“Mmm… please, please milk me!”

 


As she said it, Megan grabbed her
nipples and pinched, pulling on them, pushing them in, then
grabbing around the meatier perfectly tear drop shaped swell of her
tits. She pulled up and down, one tit squished the other stretched,
and Linus couldn’t believe his eyes as somewhat wild sprays of
liquid came shooting out.

 


Each nipple sprayed in multiple arcs,
the thin clearish liquid right up into her face from one tit, the
other leaving a nice instant puddle on the floor at her
feet.

 


“Fuck…” Linus said, harder
than a brick, brain no longer the primary organ his body was
fueling blood to.

 


“I’ll do that,” Megan
said. “I’ll do anything, mmm… please, please just milk me. Bend me
over a fucking pail and milk me like a cow, unhhh… yes, yes make me
a cow, mmm…” Megan moaned.

 


Linus just stood there, letting the
topless goth girl step forward, pressing her damp tits into his
chest, running her dark painted nails up and down his shoulders.
He’d never been able to even fathom seeing someone like Megan
acting this way, not in his wildest and most creative fantasies. He
didn’t even care if her tits were dribbling milk every time she
pressed into him, and in fact he found it more than a turn
on.

 


“Make me your milky
whore,” Megan said, licking her lips, stepping back only enough to
grab one handful of tit and pull it up, bending her head forward,
latching on as best she could to her own stretched and dark nipple.
“Mmm… I taste soooo good,” she gasped.

 


For several seconds, Linus stood there
watching, unable to look away, unable to even think of the insanity
of what was happening, the impossibility of some text message doing
anything like this to a girl like Megan. He just watched as Megan
sucked on her own tit, cheeks sinking in as she rather fervently
inhaled, the unmistakable sounds of wet squirts and
swallowing.

 


Megan was actually milking her tits,
one making a mess on the floor, the other sending gulp after
ceaseless gulp right down her throat. Linus had never imagined
seeing something like this, but more than that, had never imagined
how fucking hot it would look.

 


“You… you want me to?” he
asked, rather hesitantly, barely finding his voice as he moved in
towards her.

 


Megan nodded with her mouth half full
of tit, the pale white flesh stretched up, her jaw open wide as she
suckled.

 


“And I can do anything,
you don’t care what?”

 


Megan’s mouth made a pop as she
released her tit, milk dribbling over her lower lip as she grinned
and stared at Linus like he were the hottest guy in town. “Mmm…
yes, yes please, anything at all,” she moaned, squeezing her thighs
together tightly.

 


Linus pushed his glasses up and
thought about it for a moment, just the idea of her being milked
bringing so many things to mind. He couldn’t help though having one
thought leap to the forefront, one kinky idea that was more a turn
on to imagine than he knew the reality likely would end up. Still,
this was beyond surreal, the entire situation seeming more like a
dream and what was the harm in asking, since Megan certainly seemed
no longer as tough or interested in beating a guy up over the
littlest things.

 


“Megan,” Linus said,
reaching forward and pressing one hand flat against her perfect
trim little belly. “Since you’ve got the milk… what if I wanted to
put a baby in here?”

 


He laughed, nervously, then quickly
added. “Just fuck a baby right in there, huh, what would you say to
that, Megan?”

 


Megan moaned, playfully squeezing both
tits and sending little spatters of milk over Linus’ shoulders
behind him. She then thinned her eyes and seemed rather drunkenly
focused, a loose sort of intensity he’d never witnessed before in
any girl. “I guess I’d say hurry up then, stud, get that dick
inside me and fucking baste me full!”

 


Linus had never been the guy who got
the girl, much less the guy who got the girl pregnant. Minutes
after the idea had popped into his head though, there he was, on
his back on the floor in an empty room, a mysterious mansion with a
storm blowing outside. Riding him, thrusting her tight little body
up and down faster and faster on top of him was none other than
Megan, the once scariest girl in school, toughest girl, the one no
one fucked with.

 


Ironically, she seemed quite thrilled
at being fucked with now, as long as Linus kept both his hands on
her tits and continued squeezing her big swollen nipples, continued
tugging her flesh at him with every bounce of her hips, and most
importantly continued milking her of the endless thick warm fluids
inside her.

 


Whether she ended up actually pregnant
or not, he honestly didn’t care. Megan was in control of that, on
top like he always imagined she would be. No matter, he thought, if
giving her a big belly later got him some serious kinky fucking
now, it was all good.

 


“Oh, oh mmm… yessss, milk
me, Linus, milk me like a fucking cow, juice my little udders all
over your face,” Megan screamed, gasping and writhing up and down
as her milk rained down onto Linus’ cheeks.

 


She barely even cared that his dick
was inside her, her body taking thick potent doses of semen as she
orgasmed over and over. All she cared about was being milked, being
drained, being the best little cow slut she could be for as long as
she could.

 


They may have each been loners in the
senior class, Linus realized, but together, they made one hell of a
mess, and had an even better time making it. He’d always been
smart, done smart things, but maybe the best he ever felt was right
there, doing easily the dumbest thing ever with the hottest goth
girl he ever saw.

 


 


 


 


 


* * *

 


 



 Kari and Brent

 


 


 


Unlike so many of the paired off high
school seniors, Kari and Brent had a unique relationship. It was
that exact relationship which made Brent shake his head and laugh
as he saw just what kind of room they had entered on the second
floor of Mr. Grey’s castle of a home.

 


“Well this is just great,
isn’t it?” Brent said, chuckling and sitting on the old
bed.

 


“What?” Kari asked,
pushing some stray strands of red hair behind one ear. “You’re
upset we found a bedroom? This place probably has a hundred of
em.”

 


“No, Kari,” Brent said,
bouncing a little on the super thick spring mattress. “I’m saying
that of all the times to be alone in a strange bedroom with a girl,
it has to be with you.”

 


For an instance Kari almost looked
hurt by the comment, until she put two and two together and saw
what Brent was saying. “Oh come on, Brent, don’t you ever think of
anything besides sex?”

 


Brent shrugged. “Can’t help it, runs
in the family, you know our parents.”

 


Kari nodded. Ever since last semester
when her mom and Brent’s dad had finally taken the plunge into full
wedded bliss, she’d been more than a few times plagued at night by
the sounds of passion from the master bedroom. It was creepy enough
knowing Brent was now her stepbrother, but knowing that meant his
dad was doing her mom took it the extra mile into ewwww
territory.

 


“So you thought if one of
the other girls was in here with you, what… you’d put the moves on
her?” Kari asked, laughing.

 


“Never know, Sis, maybe
I’d do more than just that,” Brent said, cracking a smile he knew
would annoy her.

 


“Stop calling me Sis and
eww, just don’t give me more mental images than I can
handle.”

 


Ever since their parents began dating,
Brent had enjoyed the fine art of annoying his soon to be
stepsister. Chalk it up to teenage rebellion against his father for
marrying an admittedly hot milf or just finally having a sibling to
torture, his only child status never having given him the
experience at such teasing fun. Either way though, Brent loved to
bug Kari, and always managed to get a rise out of her.

 


It was probably made worse by the fact
she looked like a younger version of her mother, a woman he still
openly had fantasies about from time to time. Kari was everything a
guy could enjoy looking at, redhead, thin, hourglass figure,
perfect personality that always bordered on friendly to the degree
of frequent hugging. Guys in high school would ordinarily love a
girl like that, spend more than a few hours a week mentally
undressing a girl like that, doing whatever their devious minds
could concoct.

 


Thanks to his dad, though, all those
fantasies and normal reactions had to be withheld, to be stuffed
back inside his mind, locked behind a door, and forgotten. They
were a stepfamily now and that meant, nothing more, so naturally
the teasing annoyance was all Brent had.

 


“I’ll say one thing for
our host here,” Kari said. “The man knows lavish.”

 


“Huh?” Brent asked,
leaning back on the bed, staring up at the canopy above.

 


“Lavish, doofus, it means
elegant, rich, stylish. I’m saying the man has some classy taste in
decor. This bedroom is the kind I used to dream of having back in
my princess days.”

 


Brent laughed. “In what twisted fairy
tale were you a princess?”

 


Kari walked back over to the side of
the bed and punched Brent in the arm, the typical response from her
that told him to politely shut up. “I’m talking about when I was a
little girl, you know, colored little pictures of a castle and
imagined being a princess someday. This is the type of room I
imagined.”

 


“Oh, sure… whatever,”
Brent said, shifting on the bed, making the springs
squeak.

 


Kari grit her teeth at the sound of
the squeaking bedsprings. “Stop doing that, get off the bed,” she
said, walking over to the dresser.

 


“What, that annoys you?”
Brent asked, smiling.

 


He shifted more weight, rocking a bit
as he sat up, making sure the old bedsprings creaked and groaned
much louder. Kari facing away from him visibly winced, the sound
like fingernails on a chalkboard. “Cut it out, dummy, yes, that’s
annoying, but we shouldn’t be messing around on his
furniture.”

 


“Come on, Kari, the man’s
with Mrs. Penny right now, probably more than a block away on
another floor of this place. He isn’t gonna hear me squeaking the
bedsprings in some unused bedroom on the second floor.”

 


Brent shifted a bit, actually this
time just getting comfortable but sending out more sharp piercing
creaks of metal springs which definitely seemed to be getting the
best of Kari. She snapped her head back and stared at Brent, red
hair somewhat wild on either side of her face.

 


“Stop… doing… that…” Kari
said through grit teeth, actually shaking a bit as she reached up
to push her hair behind her ears.

 


“Damn, you really don’t
like the sound do you?” Brent asked.

 


“It’s… grating… on… my…
last… nerve,” Kari said, breathing between each word.

 


Brent relented, motioning for her to
calm down. “Sheesh, don’t have an asthma attack or something. It’s
just squeaky springs.”

 


Kari turned and looked back at the
dresser, every muscle in her body tense with annoyance, the one
trait she never could deny her stepbrother having the most talented
of, the trait of being able to push her just beyond her
limits.

 


“Just stop moving around
if you’re gonna lie there,” she said.

 


Several moments of silence followed,
the rain pattering outside the curtained off windows, Brent just
leaning back and putting his hands up behind his head. “You know,
it is a nice bedroom,” he finally said.

 


“Thank you, see, you can
admit I have a point now and then,” Kari said, turning and looking
back at him. She bent over the dresser, reaching for some small
figurines near the back where the mirror was.

 


“Too bad I don’t have a
girl to really stretch these springs out with,” Brent said,
laughing as he purposely bounced up and down several times in a
row, making the tight springs grind and creak together louder than
ever.

 


“Fuck!” Kari shouted,
nearly falling face first onto the dresser as she leaned over.
“Stop… stop doing that!” she almost moaned.

 


Brent had to admit, he’d seen his
stepsister annoyed during their time living together, but he’d
never seen her look quite so distracted by the annoyance, her every
movement seeming strained and stressed.

 


“Come on, Kari, you gotta
be kidding me now. It’s just squeaky springs, might be annoying but
you’re acting like it’s driving you crazy.”

 


Kari pushed up off the dresser and
turned, crossing the room until she stood next to the bed. Her eyes
were intense, angry, annoyed, the look Brent had actually enjoyed
seeing whenever he felt like frustrating her. There was definitely
something more though, more to do with the way she breathed, the
way she seemed on edge, the way she actually did seem to be losing
a bit of sanity with each squeak of the springs.

 


“Stop… doing… that… or I
will… I will…” Kari said, gritting her teeth, holding her arms
stiffly beside her, angry redhead look taken to new
extremes.

 


Brent wasn’t even sure why he felt
like continuing to push. Maybe it was simply the fact he got paired
up with his stepsister, but then who else would he have paired up
with? All his buddies seemed insistent it be a girl boy pairing for
this little rule breaking. Still, something was actually fun about
watching Kari get so easily annoyed by such a simple thing as
squeaky mattress springs.

 


“What are ya gonna do,
Kari… hmm?” Brent asked, sitting up and purposely bouncing the
springs. “You gonna beat me up?”

 


Again and again, Brent rocked his
weight on some of the squeakiest springs he’d felt out, loving the
way each little sharp creak or groan of the mattress made Kari’s
lip twitch, her eyes close just a little. It was amazing she really
cared that much, since to him the noise was just a noise, no
different from background traffic on a busy road.

 


“Stop it, Brent!” Kari
shouted. “Or so help me… I’ll fucking take my damn top
off.”

 


At that Brent’s amusement came to a
grinding halt. Had he actually just heard her say what he thought
he did?

 


“Thank you,” Kari said as
the squeaking stopped and she turned to go look at some very ornate
chairs in a seating area connected to the large bedroom.

 


“Huh?” Brent mumbled,
scratching his head.

 


“These are nice, aren’t
they,” Kari asked from across the room, and though she was
currently gesturing at the chairs, Brent’s mind flashed to an image
of her pulling her top down, sliding the straps of her green shirt
down each arm until she pushed her tits up and out for him to look
at.

 


“Uh… Kari,” he said,
somewhat cautiously.

 


“What?” she asked,
perfectly normally, turning to look at him as she pushed the red
hair back behind one ear again.

 


“You… you said, what was
that about your top?”

 


Kari seemed confused, blinking as she
looked down. “My top?”

 


Brent shook his head. He had to have
imagined it and saying anything more would only make it worse.
“Nothing… never mind,” he quickly replied.

 


Several minutes passed and while Kari
seemed content to explore and snoop in drawers and other nooks and
niches of the fancy bedroom, Brent sat there on the bed staring,
not even moving, just fighting off the not too unpleasant mental
images of Kari taking her top off. Finally, when the incident had
almost been successfully pushed behind his thoughts, Brent decided
he needed to look around at something else, distract
himself.

 


Swinging his legs off to the side of
the bed, he sat up, the bed springs squeaking much louder than he
actually thought such a simple movement would cause.

 


Kari gasped across the room, turning
and staring at him like a wild woman. “Fuck, Brent… I told you… I
told you,” she said, angrily stalking straight at him.

 


“It was an accident, Kari…
come on, I was just getting up,” Brent said, putting his hands up
rather defensively as she stopped mere inches in front of him,
breathing deep, her cheeks flushed, her hair wild and partially in
her eyes.

 


“I… don’t… care…” she
said, breathing heavily. “I told you… Brent, stop it. And now, you
better damn well get it up…” she said, reaching forward and
grabbing the top of Brent’s jeans.

 


“What the fuck, hey… watch
the hands, sis,” Brent shouted.

 


Kari completely ignored him and yanked
at his belt, loosening it as she stared into his stunned eyes. “Get
it up for me, Brent… get it the fuck up.”

 


“I’m getting up, I’m
getting up… wait, what?”

 


Kari breathed slower, every shift of
his weight on the bed as he tried to push her away making little
bed spring squeaks which she couldn’t ignore, the noise striking
places inside her that she couldn’t explain, places which did so
much more than annoy her.

 


“Get it up… Brent,” she
demanded. “I warned you to stop it, and now…” she paused, pulling
his belt off in one yank. “You gotta fuck me.”

 


Brent had rarely been at a total loss
for words in his life, had rarely not worn his typical class clown
grin. As soon as Kari said those last two words, the grin had
faded, his jaw dropping. Only one thought came to mind, one thought
he barely had the words to express.

 


“What the hell are you
talking about, Kari? Have you lost your mind?”

 


Kari leaned forward, pushing Brent
hard enough to make him fall backwards onto the bed, the springs
creaking and making her moan. “Shut up, Brent, shut up and fuck,”
Kari said, dropping to her knees and yanking at each of his pant
legs, tugging and pulling to try and remove them.

 


“Kari… I’m your
stepbrother,” Brent said, never having imagined needing to point
that out to the girl he frequently teased and annoyed.

 


Kari hesitated only briefly and maybe
it was simply because the bed stopped squeaking, the room fell
silent. She then blinked and yanked hard on Brent’s pants, hard
enough to slide them halfway down his thighs, but more noticeably
hard enough to bring a stretched squeaking groan from the old
mattress he sat on.

 


“Oh shit, it doesn’t
matter, Brent… unhhh… doesn’t fucking matter, just… just fuck me,”
she practically begged, grabbing his cock through his boxers,
squeezing it, stroking it, tugging it free.

 


Brent stared into her eyes as she
kneeled on the floor there and looked up at him. Kari’s wild red
mane of hair was tossed to one side, her bottom lip pulled in, her
eyes wide and focused. She stroked her slender hand up and down the
length of his dick, something he couldn’t ever remember seeing any
girl do with even a tiny percentage the passion and desire she
seemed to have on her face.

 


“Kari…” he said, shifting
a bit, every movement squeaking the bed springs. “You… we
can’t.”

 


Kari gasped with each and every noise
the old springs made, her body flushed with heat, her free hand
roaming up her own body, tugging her straps down just as Brent had
actually imagined. As he watched her jack his cock into a hardness
he couldn’t recall ever feeling, he also watched her playfully tug
that light green top lower, pulling on it, pressing her fingers
against her chest, caressing her flesh, tugging down until her bra
could be seen.

 


“Mmm… you keep making
those springs squeak, Brent,” Kari said, her voice slurred, her
mouth watering as she leaned in closer to his cock.

 


“But you… you’re making me
move, Kari… I’ll stop, come on, stop doing whatever you’re doing
and I can stand up.”

 


Kari shook her head slowly. “Not
stopping, Brent, I told you… I told you to stop when you had a
chance. Now… now I gotta suck you, then I gotta fuck you… and then
you know what?”

 


Brent gulped and shook his head,
unbelievable pleasure coursing through him as his sexy redheaded
stepsister opened her mouth and gave two quick deep throat bobs on
and off his dick. She licked her lips and looked him in the eyes,
grinning. “Then I’m gonna have to let you cum inside
me.”

 


“WHAT?” Brent shouted,
jumping a bit as he heard the creaking cry of old metal springs
filling the room.

 


“Oooh… mmm… multiple
times, Brent,” Kari moaned, the squeak of springs somehow snapping
the remaining springs holding her moral conscience intact. “Mmm…
I’m gonna have to let you shoot sooooo big of a load in me, just
stuff that sticky sperm all inside my nasty little
cunt.”

 


Brent’s resolve to question any of
this ended as soon as Kari lowered her head and swallowed his
manhood. He’d never felt such enthusiasm in a blow job, her tongue
literally wrapping itself around the shaft, teasing the head,
playfully flicking in and out, lips sliding deliciously up and
down, faster and faster as she kept her eyes on him the entire
time.

 


“Ungh… ungh…” he groaned,
listening to the muffled moans and gasping breaths as she seemed
only to hear the way his movements affected the bed
springs.

 


Barely minutes after blasting a load
bigger than he ever could have pictured straight down Kari’s slutty
little throat, Brent was behind her on the bed, her hands down on
some of the squeakier of springs, her body rocking back into him as
he stopped thinking of her as off limits and shoved his impossibly
hard cock to only the deepest limits within her pussy, battering
her twitching womb over and over again as she cried out.

 


“Yes, oh yesss… yesss,
mmm… told you… I told you, Brent, mmm…” Kari shouted. “And mmm… if
you keep making that annoying spring sound, ohhhhh yesss, I’m gonna
have to make you fuck my ass!”

 


Brent honestly had no idea what was
going on, whether he’d in fact fallen asleep on the bed and was
suffering one hell of a realistic wet dream. All he did know was
that Kari felt amazing, inside and out. Her tight little body was
made for fucking, her perfect hips and ass begging for every bit of
attention he gave them. Her tits were handfuls, soft and pliable,
her insistent cries that he squeeze them, use them, enjoy
them.

 


Whether it was wrong or right, whether
it was explainable or unexplainable, Brent really didn’t care to
define it. All he knew was that now he saw why his dad and her mom
were so frisky all the time. She was fucking good at fucking and he
fucking loved it.

 


“Mmm… do it, you have to
do it, I told you…” Kari moaned, thrusting back at him. “Fill me
the fuck up, brother,” she said, and those words alone somehow did
him in.

 


Brent grunted, then jerked a bit, and
fell on top of Kari, cock spasming wildly deep within her as she
fell face first to the bed, springs creaking and groaning the
entire time.

 


“Oh… mmm yeeeeeesssss!”
Kari moaned muffled into the sheets.

 


Brent pulled out, unable to even
believe what he’d just done, staring at the way cum bubbled out
from between her legs, staining the sheets of this fancy old bed.
Trying to even find a word to say at such a sight, he never had the
chance as Kari sighed and pushed up a little, turning to face
him.

 


Her playful grin, her fucked little
expression, it all was too much, but her words said it
all.

 


“Now that was fun. Like I
told you though… we aren’t done yet.”

 


Wiggling her ass, Kari pushed back up
to all fours, letting her red hair stay in front of her wild
impassioned eyes. “Go ahead, bro, fuck me until I can’t
walk.”

 


Brent grinned, but no longer was he
teasing his stepsister. He still didn’t understand what the hell
was happening, but he knew what the hell he was doing.

 


“Sure thing… sis,” he
said, climbing back onto the bed.

 


 


 


 


 


* * *

 


 



 Shannon and Quentin

 


 


 


“Are… are you Mr. Grey’s
personal chef?” Shannon asked, nervously, staring at the figure in
front of her.

 


Quentin turned from the wall he was
slapping his hands against, desperately trying to find the door
they’d only just walked through and stared at the girl.

 


“Shannon, are you one
cookie short of a jar? Does… he… look like a fucking
chef?”

 


The petite girl with the soft blonde
hair shook her head and stared at her feet for a moment. “Sorry,”
she said sheepishly. “I just sorta thought since he has that tray
of food maybe he was…”

 


Quentin cut her off, beating a fist on
a stone wall he knew had not been there moments before. “Shannon,
look the fuck around, this isn’t a kitchen. I don’t know what it is
but it sure as hell isn’t a kitchen.”

 


Shannon nodded, bashfully looking back
at the imposing figure they’d met after walking through the door, a
door she knew was no longer there, but didn’t dare interrupt
Quentin’s efforts to find it.

 


“Do you work for Mr.
Grey?” she asked quietly, the large broad shoulders of the figure
straightening up as he looked into her eyes with somewhat of a
simple grin.

 


“Afraid not, but I’m so
glad you two popped in for a visit,” he said. “I’m Donnie, welcome
to my Costume Castle.”

 


Quentin laughed, moving along the
stone wall, feeling around the edges. “Real funny, man, real funny,
but this is some dude’s house. Sure it’s the size of a freaking
mall or whatever but it sure ain’t a costume store.”

 


Shannon remained quiet as her
boyfriend took charge. She always did that, always the quiet one,
always the shy one. If it wasn’t for Quentin she’d probably never
leave her home, even school a challenge for as introverted a girl
as she was.

 


“Would you care for some
mini-pizzas?” Donnie asked. “Fresh baked and always a good snack to
relax your nerves with,” he said flashing his red eyes over towards
Quentin.

 


Quentin gave up pounding on the wall,
flipping a few nearby costumes on racks out of the way, looking
behind them. After several seconds, moments during which the only
sounds were the crunching of tasty mini-pizzas by Donnie, Quentin
turned around and stepped up beside his girlfriend.

 


“Okay, you win, neat
trick… and neat costume, but I don’t want a damn mini-pizza. My
nerves are not in need of relaxing; I just don’t wanna get
suspended for breaking the rules in some rich guy’s pad when this
is all over.”

 


Donnie munched away at a mini-pizza,
holding the tray out towards Quentin.

 


“Dammit,” Quentin simply
sighed, taking one of the little pizzas and watching Shannon reach
for one as well.

 


“No… diet right?” he said
before she could take one.

 


Shannon put her hands at her side,
stepping beside her boyfriend and letting him do most of the
talking.

 


“So what is this, costume
day? You usually dress like a monster or whatever?” Quentin asked
with his mouth full of food.

 


Donnie shook his head. “I don’t know,
maybe it is costume day. Is that a holiday? My costume… er… is a
demon though, I’m Donnie the Demon. It’s nice to meet you um
Shannon, and your name was?”

 


Licking his fingers, the somewhat
arrogant jock reached out his other hand and grabbed Donnie’s.
“Quentin, the name’s Quentin. Man, tight feeling costume there. If
I didn’t know better I’d say it was skin.”

 


Donnie smiled but quickly looked down
at the tray of mini-pizzas he’d mostly eaten through by himself.
“Nope, um… costumes. I like costumes, especially for parties. Are
you two going to a party?”

 


Quentin laughed, still looking around
the large room, trying to find the exit beyond the endless costumes
hanging on various hooks and racks. “Us… shit no, I can barely get
Shannon here to dress up for a party much less break out of her
shell to attend one. She’s a homebody you know.”

 


Donnie looked from Quentin to his
quiet girlfriend and smiled. “Oh, that’s neat, I’ve never met a
homebody before. Do you do that professionally or is it a
hobby?”

 


Shannon laughed a little, the first
time in a while she’d laughed, at least without feeling dumb for
doing so. Quentin was a pretty domineering type, definitely not
that she complained. She never complained, but it was nice to feel
a bit of her own thought for once, and Donnie, no matter if the guy
genuinely seemed slow or something, was actually pretty
nice.

 


“She could get a degree in
it,” Quentin said, grabbing another mini-pizza and walking off
behind the giant winged demon. “So this stuff, you sell it or
something?”

 


Donnie nodded, setting the mini-pizza
tray on a small table near Shannon as he turned and looked at
Quentin. “Yes, I tried renting them but people never returned them.
Strange, I never actually saw them again, but with so many happy
customers I probably shouldn’t worry.”

 


“Nice stuff, lot of quirky
themes going on here. I bet that Mr. Grey guy has a kink for
costume play huh?”

 


Donnie merely blinked and looked at
the boy confused about what he could possibly mean.

 


“So how do the sizes run
in these?” Shannon asked, surprising both of the others as she
spoke up.

 


Quentin looked back to where she’d
gone, a corner near the blank space where the door had once been.
Currently she was lightly picking at the dark leather of a somewhat
aggressive seeming female costume.

 


Donnie shrugged, seemed to think as he
placed a clawed finger on the tip of his pointed jaw, then raised
his hands to either side in utter confusion. “I’ve never seen them
run, I don’t know how they would without people wearing
them.”

 


Quentin laughed, slapping Donnie on
the shoulder like the two of them were old pals. Donnie liked
having new pals even if they were a bit mean at times like Quentin
seemed to be with Shannon. Costumes helped, they always
did.

 


“You’re a funny guy,
Donnie, but don’t worry about Shannon there. She wouldn’t wear a
costume like that if you paid her so the size won’t matter. It
wouldn’t fit her even if it fit her, if ya know what I
mean.”

 


Shannon looked at her feet, then back
at the costume. “I’d wear it… I could I mean,” she said
softly.

 


“Sizes… ohhh,” Donnie
suddenly said, seeming more than a little slow to catch up. “The
material is made of special stuff, I get it shipped in from down
south. It always fits.”

 


“Always fits huh,” Quentin
said. “Okay, I’ll bet you a whole tray of mini-pizzas that Shannon
won’t have the nerve to actually try that costume on.”

 


Donnie’s eyes brightened at the
mention of mini-pizzas. Shannon’s eyes widened at the bet her
boyfriend was making.

 


“I… I don’t know,” Shannon
said, feeling her usual urge to back out right away, to stay out of
the spotlight, to not dare put her boyfriend in his place no matter
how sometimes deep down she kinda wished she could.

 


“See, tray of mini-pizzas
for me,” Quentin said, chuckling.

 


“Oh, okay, sure, I’ll go
get some more fresh from the oven,” Donnie said, quickly walking
off, flexing the muscles in his wings a little as Quentin simply
watched him go.

 


“I didn’t mean… never
mind,” Quentin said, finger to his chin. “Damn good costume though,
realistic as hell… literally.”

 


“I’ll do it,” Shannon said
softly, looking at her feet while still touching the
costume.

 


“You’ll do what?” Quentin
asked. “Chicken out last second like with anything bold or exciting
I try to get you to do?”

 


Shannon gripped the dark leather,
feeling the firmness of it, the tightness between her pressed
fingers. Something about the material struck a chime deep within
her, a chime that seemed in need of striking for so very long.
“I’ll wear the damn costume,” she said, actually speaking straight
at Quentin, raising her eyes and looking at him.

 


“Shit, you mouthing off to
me?” Quentin asked angrily.

 


“No…” Shannon said,
hesitating as she took the costume from the rack. “No, I was just…
I’ll wear it. Watch me.”

 


Quentin looked at the costume, a dark
dominatrix style outfit with skimpy leather skirt, tight latex
corset around the middle and push up half cup bra of the same
leather as the skirt. He grinned as an idea occurred to him. “Okay…
okay, Shannon, you have a deal. But you have to wear it for ten
minutes, no chickening out and taking it back off or changing right
away. If you don’t wear it and look like your comfortable wearing
it, you’re giving me a blow job.”

 


Shannon had been told what to do their
entire relationship, had been told what to do all through school.
Strangely the more she just held the costume the more she felt that
was wrong, that she shouldn’t be the one taking orders, that maybe…
just maybe, she could give a few.

 


It was a very unusual feeling, and she
almost missed Quentin’s little wager while dwelling on the
sensations. His demand made her blush but for some reason seemed
oddly tame to her, nowhere near enough to sway her from following
through and trying the costume on, not enough to make her put it
back on the rack.

 


“I’ll put it on, now where
is a changing room?”

 


Quentin looked around, then grinned,
folding his arms. “What’s the matter, cutie, you afraid Mr. Big Bad
Demon is gonna see you stripping? Change right here, show me that
body; it’s mine anyway right?”

 


Shannon looked at him for several
lingering moments, the truth of the matter that he had a point. It
wasn’t like there was anyone else around and who knew where that
Donnie had mysterious vanished off to, presumably in search of
mini-pizzas from an oven which probably meant he wasn’t even in the
room anymore, wherever the door to get out of here really
was.

 


“Fine,” she said,
surprising Quentin more and more with every passing
second.

 


Shannon reluctantly hung the costume
on a rack nearby. The feeling of releasing that material almost
made her blush with embarrassment, knowing what she was about to
do. She’d never stripped under full lighting in front of Quentin.
It wasn’t that she had a bad body, far from it. It was just that
something about being seen was too much, being fully exposed like
that.

 


She’d been told long ago, by Quentin
no less, that every relationship has a dominant one and a
submissive one, and never should the two change. She had to assume
he was right since he was the only boy she’d ever dated. Still,
something tugged at her thoughts as she looked at the costume
hanging there, the skimpy tight looking costume she still wasn’t
entirely sure she could squeeze into. Something challenged her on a
level she couldn’t even be fully conscious of.

 


“Woohoo, nice, take it
off, baby,” Quentin whistled and called out.

 


Shannon hadn’t even been fully aware
she was sliding her jeans off as she stood there, hadn’t even
noticed as she began unbuttoning her blouse, revealing the
conservative cotton bra underneath.

 


She looked down at her body and
trembled, seeing the pure flesh, white and soft, her figure always
a little overwhelming to her when she spent more than half a second
focusing on it. Long ago, Shannon had accepted she was submissive,
willing to let anyone pretty much dictate her life. Her father had
decided her college major already; her brother had chosen the type
of car she drove. Quentin chose everything else it seemed and right
now, she was witnessing the look of shock and excitement in his
eyes as he watched her finally stand there in only her
underwear.

 


“Damn, Shannon, you better
fucking chicken out. I got a hard on ready to gag you senseless,”
Quentin laughed.

 


“I’m putting it on,” she
said, looking at the costume as she took it off the hanger. Biting
her tongue she realized, there was one little thing she hadn’t
noticed before, something printed on the stitching of the expensive
dark outfit.

 


Do Not Wear Undergarments, she read,
seeing that the cut of the material and the skin-tightness of it
all meant she had to fully strip down in order to even try it
on.

 


“I…” she tried to say,
holding the garment, squeezing and caressing the firm materials
with her fingers, raking her nails across it.

 


“Already?” Quentin asked,
“Well shit, drop to your knees then. You wanted a snack I’ll give
you a snack that Donnie guy would blush at.”

 


Shannon wasn’t even sure what it was.
Something bothered her, angered her, made her find strength within
her she never had. Staring at Quentin, she never took her eyes off
him, sliding her panties down and reaching up to unclasp her bra.
“I’m putting it on, stop talking,” she said.

 


Quentin shut up, something she never
got him to do, not that she ever really tried getting him to do
anything she wanted. He shut up and stared, leering at her nude
body, her figure petite but filled out in just the right places. As
she stepped into the costume, Shannon actually let loose a little
moan.

 


It wasn’t how the material felt so
suddenly, she realized. It wasn’t how it pressed in so tight on her
most intimate of places, how the fitted bra seemed to encapsulate
each of her breasts, pushing them, firming them, making them look
so much bigger and better than they really were.

 


No, Shannon thought, moaning as she
twisted and ensured everything fit well. Something about the
costume felt right to her, not just right, destined for her, as
though she’d always been meant to wear something like
this.

 


Standing tall, she almost felt
stretched, heightened, and then she realized she had slipped on the
spiked black heels which came with it. When had she done that? More
importantly, when had Shannon dyed her hair jet black?

 


“Whoa…” Quentin said,
staring, eyes wide, posture a bit uncertain, entire appearance
shrinking some as Shannon changed before his very eyes. “How the
hell?” he started to ask.

 


Shannon stepped forward, finding it
unusually easy to walk in the heels, something she never did but
now couldn’t imagine not doing a day in her life. “Shut up, worm,”
she said, her voice strong, her words as piercing as the jewelry
she felt dangling from her ears and eyebrows so
suddenly.

 


“Huh?” Quentin asked,
confused, weak and confused she realized.

 


“I said shut up, worm,”
Shannon repeated, grabbing at a riding crop she hadn’t even
realized was clipped to the waist of the costume she now wore.
“What was it you wanted, Quentin, me on my knees? You… show me, get
the fuck on your knees, lowly man,” Shannon shouted, smacking him
in the side with the riding crop.

 


Quentin’s eyes widened in fear, fear
and respect. He dropped to his knees faster than Shannon could
raise the riding crop once again.

 


“You’re my bitch now,
Quentin,” Shannon said. “Now suck like a bitch, suck me off,”
Shannon snarled, slapping his shoulder with the leather riding
crop.

 


Quentin had never witnessed anything
so impossible, at least not since the door somehow vanished and a
stone wall took its place. Even that stone wall wasn’t as hard as
Shannon was, hard edged and dominant, a true Mistress he couldn’t
dare disappoint.

 


Lowering his head, he crawled forward,
Shannon leaning back and putting her hands on her hips. “Well,
Quentin, you little bitch, get your head under my damn skirt. If
I’m not orgasming all over your lowly face in five minutes, you’re
doing it all over until you get it right. Understand?”

 


Quentin nodded, unsure why he seemed
so powerless against her will. It wasn’t his to question though; he
couldn’t dare question Shannon.

 


Carefully, cautiously, not wanting to
offend Mistress Shannon, Quentin pushed his head up under the
leather skirt, flicking his tongue out, finding her pussy wet and
waiting. He thrust it in, sloppily trying to do what he’d never
done before, managing purely by accident to find her clit and latch
on.

 


“Mmm… yes… yes you worm,
suck and lick. It’s all a slime like you is good for,” Shannon
said.

 


Quentin continued, encouraged by her
praises, seeking to only please his Mistress.

 


Several orgasms later, Shannon was
more than just a girl in a costume. She was a changed woman,
literally. She leaned back smiling, a thin lipped dominant smile, a
grin that far outdid any smirk Quentin may have had over the years.
She felt his tongue lapping away, sore, tired, the poor beast
giving it his all. Laughing she came yet again, squeezing her
thighs around his head, pressing the riding crop to the top of his
skull.

 


“Found more mini-pizzas,”
Donnie said, cheerily walking back out from a rack of costumes.
“Oh… didn’t mean to interrupt.”

 


Shannon merely grinned, not even
caring that Donnie caught her getting eaten out, for the fourth
time in a row. She was in charge, she was the bitch here, Mistress
bitch as far as Quentin was concerned.

 


“Unhh… unhh… fucking suck,
you little worm,” she shouted, motioning for Donnie to come
forward.

 


“The costume fits, I knew
it would,” Donnie said smiling as simply as he ever did.

 


Shannon reached for some mini-pizzas
when he was close enough, popped them in her mouth and moaned.
“Mmm… soooo damn good.”

 


“Thank you, Mistress
Shannon,” came a voice from underneath her skirt.

 


Shannon smacked Quentin in the head
with the riding crop. “Not you, worm, and did I say you could
speak?”

 


“No, Mistress Shannon,”
her boyfriend said, never pulling his face out from her
skirt.

 


“Then back to it, you
don’t stop until I say you do. I’m in charge.”

 


Quentin nodded. “Of course, Mistress
Shannon,” he said, and pressed forward, bringing a new pleased
smile from Shannon’s face as she continued snacking on the
mini-pizzas Donnie offered.

 


“Party games are fun,
aren’t they,” Donnie asked. “Everyone always loves party games in
costumes, at least I think they do.”

 


Shannon just nodded, not even sure
what he was talking about. She had no idea how they’d gotten here,
where here really was, why this room seemed to be closed off and
yet Donnie came and went as he pleased. What Shannon did know was
that every relationship had a dominant and submissive partner, and
she sure as hell wasn’t about to be submissive again.

 


She had control of the relationship
and Quentin may as well get used to it.

 


 


 


 


 


 


* * *

 


 



 Bianca and Austin

 


 


 


Around the curve in the length of
hallway, Bianca and Austin stood perplexed at the door they had
chosen, a door that apparently was locked. The two of them had
always remained one of the more normal couples in school, but this
door didn’t seem normal and no matter how reasoned they approached
anything about this detour on their way back to school, it just
kept getting weirder.

 


“You notice the carvings
in the door?” Bianca asked, several minutes after most the others
had vanished beyond the thresholds of so many other
doors.

 


The hallway was eerily silent and
dimly lit, cold like a castle but oddly warm in front of the door.
Austin nodded. “I was looking at that; you think the door is locked
for a reason? Those carvings are kinda freaky.”

 


“I don’t know, I was just
noticing the way the door is varnished, glazed or whatever. It
seems fresh,” Bianca said, leaning in to smell it.

 


Austin watched his best friend and
girlfriend breathe in the fumes from what he too had noticed, the
door seeming either freshly carved and finished or just extremely
strong in scent.

 


“It’s definitely stinky,”
Austin said, laughing, “but when did being locked out of anything
not stink?”

 


Bianca laughed, her laugh always one
of her better qualities, though most in school would struggle to
find a bad quality. She was the sweetest girl to everyone, sharp
minded, strong willed, responsible. There was no drama in her life,
no issues with dating or fights with the other girls. Bianca just
was Bianca, and no one could find a complaint.

 


Austin was the same, calm, always
relaxed, never tense or upset. Nothing seemed to bother him and he
rarely showed aggression, only in sports played on the field. Even
then he was the guy who helped pick up a fallen player for the team
he wasn’t on. He was the one who teachers enjoyed hearing from. The
pair of them, Bianca and Austin were incredibly normal, which in so
many ways during high school made them actually stand
out.

 


“The smell is…” Bianca was
saying, nearly pressing her nose to the door.

 


“Don’t breathe too much of
it in, might not be good for you,” Austin said, stepping next to
her and lightly pulling her by the shoulders.

 


“You’re right… it’s just…
I don’t know, the door smells so good,” Bianca said
smiling.

 


Austin did a double take. “Wait… I
thought we both agreed it was smelly.”

 


Bianca shook her head, long soft brown
hair swaying smoothly against her back. “That’s why I was
mentioning it; it changed.”

 


Austin leaned a little towards the
door. “Smells don’t just change.”

 


“This one did, strange
isn’t it?”

 


Austin nodded, smelling what she must
have, the oddly pungent but not unpleasant odor that seemed to
bring to mind floral arrangements but something more, something
indefinable as well.

 


Gripping the doorknob, Austin turned
it again, feeling the same resistance. “Still locked though,” he
said, frowning. “Guess we might as well head back to the parlor and
wait for the others.”

 


“Wait,” Bianca said,
blinking and showing the same spark she always did when having an
idea. “Maybe we should try something different.”

 


“Different? What, you
thinking about picking the lock?” Austin asked. “There’s no keyhole
in the doorknob.”

 


Bianca breathed in a bit more of the
smell, the carvings on the door so bizarre, so strange. Taking just
a moment to look at them, Bianca found herself almost fascinated
with the detail in the carvings, images of people twisted together,
arms and legs literally folded and tied together. It would have
been horrifying if not for the look captured within their eyes.
Bliss, it was the only word which came to mind. The figures carved
writhing together, nude, detailed, twisted, all appeared to exist
within unknown bliss.

 


“Try this,” Bianca said,
unsure why she had the sudden inspiration. She gripped the doorknob
and turned, but turned the opposite direction one normally would
when opening a door.

 


Both she and Austin heard the click,
the door creaking a bit and a powerful burst of air escaping the
room beyond as though it had been literally sealed shut.

 


“How did you ever think of
doing that?” Austin asked, smiling as he pushed past her to enter
the darkness first. Reaching around on one wall he found a light
switch and flipped it.

 


“I don’t know… it just
came to me. Trying something different, something… something
twisted.” Bianca said, following right behind her
boyfriend.

 


“Twisted… not the word I’d
have used but yeah, the way the knob works is technically twisted,
sorta opposite what you’d expect.”

 


The room was now what caught their
attention, the entire room strange, different than either of them
had expected. Where both had talked about what Mr. Grey possibly
could have collected that he warned people about so enigmatically,
neither had anticipated a fairly normal room like this.

 


“It’s… well, it’s just a
living room I guess?” Austin said, stepping over beside a small
fireplace.

 


Bianca ran her fingers along the back
of a sofa, walking forward into the room, noticing the glass table
in front of the sofa, the rich looking oriental rug beneath it. It
was true, she thought, everything looked normal. There were no big
glass cases holding rare collectibles. There were no prizes mounted
on the walls, and in fact the walls were completely bare, but that
didn’t mean they were undecorated. It was the walls which first
drew Bianca deeper into the room, the space much bigger than she’d
first assumed it to be.

 


“Whoa…” Austin said,
watching Bianca step past the sofa, taking a few steps himself as
he realized this room wasn’t as normal as he first had
assumed.

 


“I see it too,” Bianca
said, turning and looking at him.

 


The room was an illusion, or at least
the scale of it was. When Bianca passed the sofa, she actually
never passed by it, the sofa stretching and growing bigger. It
didn’t change, but the perspective changed. At the far end of the
actual sofa, the piece of furniture was very tall and very
over-scaled. At the end where they had entered the room, the sofa
was very small.

 


“It’s forced perspective,”
Austin said. “The room is like a funhouse.”

 


Even the fireplace which had seemed
small when Austin first approached it, was now revealed to be
extremely long and angular, the opening not squared off as it had
appeared walking into the room. Everything was different, so much
less normal than it first seemed, but still, nothing Austin saw
made any sense when thinking back about the man’s warnings not to
enter these rooms.

 


“Oh…” Bianca suddenly
gasped.

 


Austin looked over at her, the strange
way she almost seemed to have shrunk as from his perspective she
was standing next to a huge chair, looking at the wall. All of the
walls were carved, just like the door, and into the smooth rich
grain was carved images of people, just as there had been on the
door. As Austin crossed the room to join his girlfriend, he quickly
saw what she was surprised by.

 


“Damn,” he muttered,
rarely one to use language, even in expression of
surprise.

 


“I know… it’s… it’s so
weird,” Bianca said, leaning into him as they both stared at the
wall.

 


The carvings of the people when viewed
straight on from the opposite end of the room, way back down what
now seemed more like a hall than a living room, appeared normal.
The deeper into the room they got, those carvings changed, twisted,
warped, and now standing right before them, Austin could see the
most bizarre carvings of people he’d ever seen, even in
books.

 


“They’re twisted,” Bianca
said.

 


“Twisted is the word I
would use,” Austin agreed.

 


Hundreds of humans figures, expertly
carved, perfect details, all nude, all twisted among each other,
and many seeming to embrace in a strange passion. It was a work of
art, Bianca thought, but it was also unsettling.

 


Austin leaned in closer,
sniffing.

 


“I smelled it too,” Bianca
said. “He must have just had these carvings done or
something.”

 


The rich smell of the wood was one
thing but again, just like with the door, Austin could smell the
glazing applied over it, the sheen reflecting back at them as the
two stood there staring at the twisted imagery.

 


Austin breathed in a bit deeper,
Bianca stepping up beside him and doing the same. “It’s not bad…
flowery, right?” Austin said, closing his eyes.

 


“I think… yeah, but… but
maybe you were right…” Bianca said, actually swaying a bit as she
almost felt unbalanced by the powerful scent flowing up her
nostrils.

 


“Hmm… about what?” Austin
asked, blinking a few times, looking at an oddly detailed carving
of a woman.

 


“About… about it not being
good for me, for… for us,” Bianca said, pressing a hand against the
contours of the carving, running her fingers up and down as she
continued to breathe in.

 


Austin hesitated to even reply, caught
up in both the oddly detailed carved woman on the wall and the
smell which now permeated the air, thicker than anything he’d ever
smelled, unusually pleasant but strangely powerful beyond words.
The woman was twisted, in the embrace of a man, his arms holding
her by the shoulders, having literally pulled her upper body around
so that it faced him as he hugged her from behind.

 


As though the bodies were warped and
stretched, Austin couldn’t get over how the image affected him.
He’d never been one for perverted thoughts, but looking at that
carving his first thought was of Bianca.

 


“Not good…” he repeated,
somewhere between questioning and making a statement.

 


“Yeah… I… feel
lightheaded,” Bianca said, almost losing balance as she pressed
both hands against the carved wall, the room momentarily spinning
as she breathed in deeper, the smell of the wood so strong, so
intense.

 


Austin felt it too, but he wasn’t
thinking about the dangers of inhaling too many fumes. In fact,
Austin realized he was for probably the first time thinking a bit
more like most high school guys, thinking about a girl, Bianca
specifically, in a very admittedly perverse way.

 


They’d gone out for a while, each
chosen to wait for marriage, and yet still they made out now and
then. Nothing was bad about kissing and getting the occasional
feel, but anything more was irresponsible and everyone knew Bianca
and Austin were good kids, never to dare do anything
bad.

 


Austin felt his lips curling into a
smile as he glanced over at Bianca, her own eyes as glazed over as
he knew his were, the smell in this room apparently giving them
more than a bit of a high.

 


Bianca had a great body, he thought.
He’d known that much as anyone who saw her could tell. She was
thin, but not too thin, curvy but not too curvy, and her hair was
long but not too long. She was the girl next door, the perfect girl
for him, but as Austin stared at her, he imagined taking that image
and twisting it.

 


He wondered what it might be like to
grab her by the waist and twist her upper body fully around,
stretching it, pressing himself against her cute little butt as he
faced her upturned chin, parting her lips with his tongue. He
looked back at the carvings, the twisted figures writhing together
and Austin noticed for the first time just how sexual the poses
were.

 


At first he’d assumed them to be mere
artistic poses, joined together, expressing the human form in a
stretched and exaggerated manner. Now he saw the truth; even if
they were artistic, the poses were purposely focused on one thing
and one thing only, and that was sex.

 


Staring at Bianca again, he could see
the heaving of her chest, her breathing much more rapid as the
smell seemed to thicken and permeate every molecule of air in the
room. They were breathing it in more and more, the already funhouse
of a room spinning into a spiral of blurs around them
both.

 


Austin couldn’t stop imagining
Bianca’s body, her body so bendable and pliable. He pictured taking
her arm, twisting it all around her, literally tying both her arms
around her waist in an obscenely stretched fleshy corset, pushing
her perky little tits up and then grabbing them both. He felt his
breath catching in his throat as he almost visualized pulling her
tits, yanking on them, stretching them into lengths of fleshy
perfection, twisted freakish versions of any normal pair of tits.
He pictured unhinging his jaw with impossible skill, opening wide
and swallowing her entire tit, just sucking on it until it went
down his throat.

 


What Austin couldn’t possibly know was
that Bianca was having very similar thoughts as she stood there
bracing herself against the carved wall, breathing in again and
again, smelling the scent of sex mixed in with the regular smell of
varnish.

 


She looked over at Austin, saw him
staring at her, but instead of questioning any of this, instead of
thinking logically about the dangers of breathing this pungent
aroma in more than she already had, Bianca thought of Austin’s
body. She imagined ripping his jeans off, grabbing his thick cock,
stroking it with her hand and then pulling on it.

 


Bianca grinned as she pictured it so
easily, her imagination so vivid. In her mind she was pulling on
his dick, stretching it, yanking it out until it uncoiled like a
snake, a thick hardening snake that extended so high he could
nearly poke an eye out with it. She bit her lip, clawing at the
wall as she stood there picturing what she’d do with his stretched
long dick, what she’d do to herself.

 


Impossible as it was, she wanted it,
she wanted to impale her entire body on that imagined cock. Bianca
could practically feel the sensations of it thrusting up inside
her, up past her organs, up past her throat, the end of his
incredibly twisted and pulled cock emerging from her mouth as he
fucked in and out, through her like a pig on a spit, his ultimate
climax spewing thick sticky seed all down her chest.

 


Austin shook off the fantasies, the
images inside his mind becoming more depraved by the second. He
couldn’t believe the things he was imagining doing to Bianca, the
way they came so easily to thought. Whether he was forcing her to
suck on her own tit until she swallowed it or whether he was
twisting her almost rubberized looking arms around both tits and
tying them in knots, forcing her tits to swell out and look three
times as big, turning blue as the blood flow was cut off, Austin
realized this was all becoming too much.

 


“Come on…” he weakly said,
hardly in a position to speak with much conviction after breathing
in so much of the fumes. “We should go…”

 


Bianca licked her lips, lost amid the
perverse fantasies in her mind. She’d wrapped Austin’s stretchy
dick around his body, up to his neck, choking him just a little
with it as she leaned in and sucked him off, staring him straight
in the eyes the entire time. She squeezed his balls with her other
hand, squeezed them over and over, harder than ever, milking him of
ounce after ounce of seed, swallowing it all.

 


“Wha… wait…” Bianca said
as Austin grabbed her arm and turned to run.

 


They had to get out of this room, to
leave the overpowering aroma, the smell definitely a danger to
them, even if it had come on so slowly. He ran, feeling oddly like
he was getting nowhere, the forced perspective of the twisted
furniture making it seem as if he stayed in the same place for over
a minute of running.

 


“Wait, Austin…” Bianca
said, her voice so distant sounding.

 


Austin stopped, pulse pounding,
breathing shallow. He stopped and turned to look at his
girlfriend.

 


“No… no way,” he said,
staring.

 


Instead of finding Bianca right at his
side, Austin stared down the length of her arm, an arm he had
grabbed and started to pull, assuming the rest of her would go
right along with it. Instead, he now looked at the girl with one
arm almost five feet long, a strange glazed sheen over her perfect
soft flesh.

 


“Mmm… that feels good,”
she said from back by the wall.

 


In one moment Austin’s priorities
changed, the image of Bianca standing back at the wall, her arm
freakishly stretched, her eyes drugged looking, her chest heaving
as she breathed in. In one single instance, his panic turned
around, twisting like it seemed everything about this room did,
twisting into perversion.

 


“Bianca…” he said, almost
excited sounding as he walked back towards her. He dragged her arm
with him, stepping up beside and raising it so she could stare at
her hand. She waved to herself and giggled, a strange laugh for so
normal a girl.

 


“Bianca… fuck… I’m
gonna…”

 


“Gonna what?” she asked,
smiling, the same teasing slutty smile she’d seen on so many girls
in high school, a smile she herself never respected until right
this moment.

 


Austin wrapped her arm around her
body, coiling it like a hose until he had it cinched around her
waist like a fleshy belt. He thinned his eyes and took a deep
breath. “I’m gonna enjoy this, you stretchy little
slut.”

 


Gone were the normal couple everyone
respected. Gone was the girl next door, the sweet girl everyone
loved. And gone was the young man who chose to wait for
marriage.

 


“Ungh… yeah,” Austin
grunted, yanking as hard as he could on Bianca’s tied off arm. He
watched the way the fleshy arm belt tightened around her waist,
licked his lips in arousal at how it squeezed tighter and tighter,
forcing her hips out, swelling her chest out with each
tug.

 


“Ohh… mmmm…” Bianca moaned
as her jeans ripped, her hips widening as her boyfriend yanked on
her stretched and ruined arm, tying it around her so tight she felt
her insides rearranging.

 


“Fuck,” Austin said,
grabbing her tits through her shirt, squeezing, crushing them,
pinching the hard nipples he found and pulling on them. Taking a
moment to tug her shirt up over her head, he grinned and lowered
her bra straps.

 


“Oh fuck… oh yessss, do
it… do it, Austin,” Bianca gasped, breathing in deeper, witnessing
the impossible as her twisted fantasies came true.

 


Austin witnessed the same as he pulled
on Bianca’s tits, pulled and pulled and pulled, stepping back from
her, laughing as her perky tits no longer looked so perky, sagging
as he stretched them, pulling like taffy, kinky human taffy he
couldn’t wait to get in his mouth.

 


They both laughed, they both moaned,
and soon enough, both were one, Austin fucking his dick deep inside
Bianca’s belly, further than it ever should have been possible,
spewing load after load inside the once sweet and normal girl.
Every twist was a turn on and every turn on a chance to further
pervert their forms. Stretched and twisted, Austin and Bianca
continued to fuck, all across the deceptively large living room,
breathing heavier, smelling the ever more pleasant aroma, and
finding new and ever more kinky positions to try.

 


It was as Austin fucked Bianca doggy
style, or reverse doggy style, or some style never conceived of by
a dog, her on hands and knees but with her torso and stretched tits
facing up towards Austin, that he finally seemed to get
it.

 


This room was about control, but not a
control he’d ever conceived of. Perspective was manipulated
somehow, perspective of themselves, their bodies, their desires.
Whatever the case was, Bianca was his stretchy sex toy and he was
hers. Everything else was out of his control.

 


 


 


 


* * *

 


 



 Alicia and William

 


 


 


William stood protectively in front of
Alicia, aggressive stance doing nothing to hide the fear behind his
eyes. He wasn’t even sure what it was he was afraid of. It
certainly wasn’t just the little man they’d found waiting in the
room they entered moments ago. Of all the things he might have
anticipated upon sneaking off in Grey Manor, the last thing he ever
thought he’d come face to face with was a dwarf in a crazy
costume.

 


“I asked you three times,
who the fuck are you?” William shouted, Alicia sinking a bit
further behind him, peeking around his broad shoulders.

 


“Ye ask it times three,
I’ve answered you see. I’m Lenny the Leprechaun, right here I be,”
the little creepy looking man spoke, his sing song way of answering
doing nothing to assure William of their safety here.

 


Alicia still peered out from behind
William, curious but cautious, letting the boy who’d always been
her big brother type protector handle the unexpected company they
had.

 


As soon as the two of them had flipped
on the light, two things had happened, two very unsettling things.
First the door had swung shut behind them, clicking in place as it
apparently locked. Second, this little man had scurried out from
where he seemed to be hiding, beneath a table on one side of the
room.

 


Ever since that moment, every second
had seemed to last forever, the little man staring at the two of
them with a sharp toothed grin, his green little costume possibly
challenging his dark gnarled skin for creepiness. William had seen
enough horror movies to know you never underestimated characters
like this. He might seem small but creepy came in small as
well.

 


“Fuck… okay, fine, you
wanna be called Lenny the Leprechaun,” William said, putting a hand
out to keep Alicia safe behind him. “What are you doing
here?”

 


“Hiding I be, tis my
nature ye see. If discovered or found, by my curse I be bound, to
grant just one wish of whoever’s around.”

 


“He seems harmless
enough,” Alicia said, speaking softly and smiling as William looked
back at her.

 


“I don’t know, he’s
fucking weird… I mean, who dresses like some creepy leprechaun and
hides under the table in a darkened room of some mansion in the
middle of nowhere? It has bad news written all over it.”

 


Alicia stepped up beside William, his
hand still protectively over her shoulder. “You’re just as
surprised to see us as we are to see you, right?” Alicia asked,
smiling and bending a little to look down towards Lenny.

 


Lenny nodded and flashed a wide grin,
sharp teeth yellowed and stained. “Tis always surprisin’ to see
folks arrivin’ when I be a hidin.”

 


“See, we just scared each
other,” Alicia said, turning and looking up at William. “Besides,
what harm could he do?”

 


William cut his suspicious eyes back
to Lenny then shrugged. “Guy has some serious teeth there; for all
I know he could bite us.”

 


Lenny chuckled and danced around a
little, tipping his hat to them both. “Biting no sir, it just not
be pleasin’ but granting a wish, of that I have reason.”

 


Alicia laughed, a sweet soft laugh as
Lenny smiled her direction, looking her up and down. William put a
hand against Alicia’s shoulder, stepping in front of her again,
something he definitely knew he had a rather overprotective habit
of doing. They might be the same age, but Alicia was a small girl,
nearly two feet shorter than his impending height. They’d been best
friends as kids, him always protecting her from bullies. Naturally
when some of the guys suggested pairing off, he had to stick with
Alicia, if only to keep her safe in the strange expansive
home.

 


“Something’s wrong with
the guy,” William turned and whispered to Alicia. “I just don’t
know what it is, and he still hasn’t really said what he is doing
here.”

 


Alicia brushed her dirty blonde
ponytail back over her shoulder and peered past William at the
unusually cheery looking little leprechaun, his costume so
perfectly stylized. “We should just humor him then, right? If he’s
dangerous, it keeps him at ease, and if he’s not, it’s only
friendly that we not be rude.”

 


William had to give her credit; Alicia
had a point. He’d been taking the more aggressive approach in
handling the guy, trying to come off as terrifying and powerful
given how huge he must look to this Lenny character. Maybe it would
be better if he just lightened up but remained on guard in case
Lenny proved to be nothing more than some creepy costumed
freak.

 


“Lenny,” Alicia said,
nodding at William in agreement and stepping around to better face
the little guy. “Tell me, why do you grant wishes? I thought that
was genies that did that.”

 


She was sweet, though when was Alicia
anything but sweet to everyone, William thought? She was a cute
girl too and he could see the way Lenny looked up and down her
legs, the way from his perspective the little man likely got at
least a partial view up under her frilly peasant skirt. More than a
few times, William had come to the rescue from creepy guys, Alicia
so trusting and sweet that she usually let guys get a bit closer
than they should, most only interested in one thing.

 


“Tis a long story you see,
though less talk about me. Just think what you’ll wish and I’ll
grant it right quick, there’s so many choices of which you can
pick.”

 


Alicia laughed again, leaning down as
she placed her hands on her knees and looked Lenny in the eyes.
William was ready, ready to pull her aside and pound the guy if he
said or did something creepy. Just the way he was looking at her
bothered him enough, the way his creepy yellowed eyes seemed to
settle right into the cleavage William just knew she was
inadvertently presenting leaning over like she did.

 


William would never have called Alicia
clueless, but she was a bit lacking in awareness when it came to
guys. She wasn’t the same little girl in pigtails he’d met long
ago. She was older, matured, and matured in places that any boy
noticed, especially when given little peeks of flesh, like her
outfits tended to do.

 


Even now, the peasant skirt and top
showed both legs to her thighs and the hint of bare midriff, her
collars open and neckline plunging. She didn’t look worse than any
girl, any less appropriate, but it didn’t take much to give creepy
perverts the wrong idea. Whoever this Lenny was, he looked like a
pervert.

 


“Okay,” Alicia said,
smiling as she pressed her hands to her knees, bending over to
speak more at Lenny’s level. “I wish I were famous,” she
said.

 


William rolled his eyes. “Yeah, and I
wish for a million bucks, can we stop playing these stupid games
now?”

 


Lenny grinned bigger than ever,
tipping his hat to both Alicia and William as he did a little dance
in front of them. “The games, they be over, all pleasantries done,
now comes the time for some pleasurable fun.”

 


“Huh?” Alicia asked, still
down at his level, bending over as William moved in behind her,
ready to pull her back should this Lenny creep make a
move.

 


“Ye wish to be famous,
famous ye’ll be, camera crews will be rolling to internet and TV. A
lass sweet as candy but nasty as sin, all will be watching as he
puts it in.”

 


Quite suddenly the room became
brighter and William and Alicia both looked around, never changing
where they stood, how they stood, completely caught by surprise as
shadowy figures could be seen behind large cameras which previously
were not there.

 


“What the hell is this?”
William asked.

 


Alicia seemed to be still hung up on
what Lenny had just said. “Wait… who puts what in where?” she
asked.

 


Lenny chuckled and stepped closer to
her, William at the ready to jump in front of her and attack him
should he try even lifting a finger in her direction. “Ye need not
ask who, he’s right there behind ye. William me boy, what
prominence my eyes see.”

 


As Alicia turned to look back, still
bending over facing Lenny, William found his eyes directed down by
Lenny pointing. He stared, torn between shock and humiliation as he
realized for whatever reason he had probably the most blatant
erection ever, his jeans tented quite obscenely as he stood mere
inches behind Alicia.

 


“Oh…” Alicia just said,
staring.

 


“Dammit… what did you do,
some sort of hypnotism trick?” William asked, trying to adjust his
jeans, feeling for only the first time that his feet felt somewhat
frozen in place, stuck in the position he had been standing in when
Lenny began talking just now.

 


“Tricks are no fun, I just
grant ye wishes, and ye yerself wished for a wish quite delicious.
Ye desired bucks, a million I know, but bucks ye won’t get unless
ye do grow,” Lenny said, pointing at the obvious erection in
William’s jeans.

 


“Oh… unghh…” William
groaned as his dick grew even harder, thicker and longer than he
could ever recall feeling it, pressing against his jeans so much it
almost hurt.

 


“I… I don’t understand,
Lenny,” Alicia said, confused, realizing as William had for only
the first time that she was stuck, hands on her knees, unable to
straighten up no matter how much she tried.

 


“Ye wish to be famous, the
cameras be ready. A famed whore ye shall be, taking dick deep and
steady.”

 


Alicia’s eyes widened, fear settling
in her usually sweet expression. “No… what, you can’t
mean…”

 


William couldn’t stop himself, his
hands already unzipping his jeans, tugging loose his boxers,
releasing the biggest hard on he ever had, the thickest and most
veiny erection he’d ever seen. “Alicia… dammit… I can’t… can’t…” he
groaned, reaching forward, tugging her peasant skirt up higher and
higher.

 


Alicia looked back, trying desperately
to move, only finding herself thrusting her ass back more in
William’s direction. She watched as he pulled her skirt up and
folded it up over her lower back. She stared as he looked down and
reached for her panties, gripping the pink frilly little
undergarments and pulling.

 


“No… but he… but he wanted
a million bucks!” Alicia cried out, feeling the sudden snap as
William broke her panties, sliding them free from her and dropping
them to the floor.

 


Lenny grinned and somewhere the
zooming motor of a camera could be heard, spotlights illuminating
the action as William took hold of his huge dick, aiming it right
at the tiny little pussy before him.

 


“Ye truly be famous for
taking those bucks, William here will be bucking the whole time he
fucks. A million bucks, a million thrusts, what be the difference,
it’s the same I trust?”

 


“Ungh… oh fuck,” William
grunted, placing the tip of his swollen cock against Alicia’s
perfect little pussy. He’d never looked at her the way creepy guys
did sometimes at school. He’d never seen her as anything but a
friend, one he intended to protect. It was somehow ironic now, he
thought, that he was pushing his cock bare right into her,
unprotected, no hesitation as he gripped her by the
hips.

 


“Oh… ooooohhhh fuck, no…
no pleeease, Lenny,” Alicia moaned, feeling the slow penetration of
that massive dick, the gripping fingers as William slowly pulled
her back to him, thrusting fully inside her, past every limit she’d
ever known.

 


“Ye look nice and thin,
but if I may be bold, there just be no tellin’ the climaxes a
million may hold. William will buck again and again, he’ll fill ye
with seed right up to the end. Alicia ye’ll be known near far and
wide, as the cum stuffed slut who’s a really good ride.”

 


Lenny chuckled and walked away, both
Alicia and William following as the little man hopped into a
director’s chair beyond the surrounding cameras. The shadowy camera
operators couldn’t be seen, but the blinking red record lights told
everything. This was being filmed, being shared, and Alicia truly
was going to become famous, her sweet little attractive body known
quite well by horny men the world over. William was going to see to
that, and he simply stopped trying to resist as soon as Lenny said
one simple word.

 


“Action,” Lenny
grinned.

 


“Oh… Ohhhh fuck,” Alicia
moaned, holding onto her knees for dear life, William pulling out
and slamming back in.

 


Alicia could feel every inch of him,
every deep penetrating buck of his hips against her body, his thick
erection plunging into her depths. Never before had she been truly
fucked, the only times she had even tried sex being gentle and
slow, usually a bit awkward. This… this brought new meaning to the
word awkward, but it was nothing even close to gentle.

 


“Ungh, ungh… oh fuck,
ungh… Alicia, ungh…” William groaned, fucking, humping, indeed
bucking into her time after time after time. He lost count of the
bucks early on, but something told him Lenny would be keeping
count, and something told him that the total number of bucks would
precisely equal exactly what he wished.

 


“Mmm… fuck… oooh,” Alicia
moaned, feeling the pleasure, deep pounding pleasure again and
again as William fucked her. She looked to the side, stared at the
cameras aimed so carefully in her direction.

 


“Ungh, yes… yes, fuck
Alicia, you’re so damn tight, ungh…” William grunted, giving into
the pleasure, grabbing her hips, slapping into her harder and
harder.

 


“Ooh… oh yeah, yeah… mmm,”
Alicia moaned, licking her lips, feeling the unbelievable twitching
of muscles within her she never knew she had. As the first orgasm
washed over her, she stared with sultry slutty eyes into the camera
nearest her.

 


“Oh fuck, ohhhh fuck,
Alicia, mmm… I can’t stop… unghhh!” William cried out, slamming in
deep, feeling the familiar sensation, closing his eyes and throwing
his head back as he grunted and came deep within the girl he’d
always sworn to protect.

 


“Oh… ohhhh yesss, yes,
yesssss!” Alicia gasped, rocking back into him, pushing as much as
he bucked forward back onto the thick pole that was his cock. “Do
it… mmm… fucking fill me up, William. Mmm… make me
famous!”

 


As William continued bucking his hips
forward, shooting more thick creamy sticky sprays of seed deep
within Alicia, Lenny could be heard chuckling. “One hundred bucks,
be all it took, ye both are starting just to cook. Alicia feel that
sticky seed, ten thousand more times ye’ll feel it
indeed.”

 


Alicia orgasmed just thinking about
it. It was an eternity, ten thousand more sticky loads fucked into
her by William, and somehow she knew it was all going to prove
possible. Lenny was directing, but their wishes had written the
story. What ultimately came of it, she couldn’t imagine but somehow
she knew there was no use trying to hold onto her thin little
figure for long.

 


“Ungh… ungh…” William
grunted, stabbing his still hard cock into her, grabbing Alicia’s
ponytail and yanking on it, pulling her head back as he reached
around fumbling with her top.

 


“Oh… oh yesss… yes fuck
me… fuck me, fuck me soooooo much!” Alicia screamed, no resistance
as William pulled on her top, tearing several buttons, opening her
cleavage up more than she ever dared, especially when anyone was
watching.

 


She wondered how many might be
watching, how many guys might be sitting at their computers,
staring at the hot little good girl gone bad, the hot teenager
taking a stuffing, the girl whose face they would forever
remember.

 


“Ungh, oh fuck… ungh
yesss, take it, mmmm… take it all,” William shouted.

 


He no longer looked at the girl the
same way, never could, the pleasure too much, her pussy too
perfect. He’d been with girls before but never a girl like Alicia,
never a girl he felt obligated to protect. His obligations had
changed, and William wasn’t even sure he was angry anymore at
Lenny. How could he hold much of a grudge when he just kept bucking
and bucking, fucking his ever hard dick into the tightest and now
cum stuffed little cunt of Alicia, the girl he no longer cared
about protecting?

 


“Ungh… ungh… oh fuck,”
William grunted barely a few minutes later.

 


Alicia moaned, her hair pulled tight
by William, her tits shaking from side to side as he bucked in
several jerky series of thrusts, his amazingly thick cock
thickening momentarily as it plunged her depths and exploded thick
spurts of sperm all over her insides yet again.

 


“Yessss, oh yes, mmmm…”
she moaned, and then the process began all over, barely a
hesitation before William’s strong hands gripped her shoulders and
he began humping her in fast deep bucking thrusts.

 


She could feel the fullness, the
stuffed and dirty feeling, the naughty pleasure of being fucked so
brutally, of being fucked and filmed. She was famous, she thought,
licking her lips and giving a pouty well fucked smile towards the
camera. She was famous and William was on his way to a million
bucks… her pussy feeling every last one of them.

 


All thoughts of the other rooms left
her mind, all thoughts of their friends faded. The world was now
centered on Alicia, and she was the star. William battered and
bashed at her womb, punching his cock so deep, so fast, his
climaxes becoming as much a blur as every other thought Alicia
managed to have.

 


Whenever it did end, she wondered what
she’d look like, whether she’d be little more than a giant fleshy
cum balloon, whether William would regret it. Mostly though, Alicia
wondered if they could somehow wish for another million
bucks.

 


 


 


 


* * *

 


 



 Mamie and Jared

 


 


 


As soon as Jared pushed the door open,
Mamie knew she was in for a boring twenty minutes. It was bad
enough she ended up paired off with Jared, one of the least
attractive guys in school, at least by her standards. Now she would
have to be exploring a clearly weird room with seemingly no
explainable purpose.

 


“This is weird,” Jared
said, kicking a few balloons out of his way, sending the colorful
inflated rubber sailing slowly through the air where it only
bounced against even more colors, more shapes, the entire room
filled with little more than balloons.

 


“That’s the understatement
of the year. What exactly has been not weird about this whole
place?” Mamie asked, rolling her dark blue eyes.

 


Jared looked at her, then looked away
at the room they found themselves in. He wasn’t sure which was more
strange, finding his day leading to a point where he was alone in a
room with Mamie, known behind her back throughout school as Mamie
Melons, or finding himself in some rich guys balloon playroom
apparently.

 


“The guy collects
balloons,” Mamie said, more to herself than Jared but Jared still
replied, walking up beside her. “Guess he has a good lung
capacity.”

 


It was intended as a joke but Mamie
cut her eyes in Jared’s direction sharp enough to make him flinch.
“It’s weird,” she said, voice low and somewhat snarling.

 


Mamie Melons, he thought, staring at
her, then looking around. Despite what the name might imply, she
actually didn’t have big breasts. The name did refer to them
though. Every guy had seen glimpses of Mamie’s melons, her tits
rumored to be perfect, symmetrical to an extent not seen in nature,
but these were somehow all natural perfection, not too big and not
too small.

 


She was the goldilocks of teenagers,
he thought, perfect shape, everything just right. There were plenty
of hot girls in the senior class, almost all of them worth checking
out for one reason or another, but Mamie Melons had personally been
Jared’s favorite. When the other guys had quickly conspired to go
sneaking off as soon as that Mr. Grey guy left, Jared subtly moved
his way near Mamie, hoping to get in with her group. He’d never
suspected the group would just be the two of them, and apparently
neither had she.

 


“Probably likes popping
them or something, you know how he talked about control,” Jared
said.

 


Mamie again cut her eyes at him,
walking over and sighing as she leaned back against the
wall.

 


“Seriously,” Jared said.
“I read an article once, something about stress management and
controlling frustrations. This one doctor suggested patients take
balloons, blow them up, and then pop them. It was a way of
controlling something, when so much seems
uncontrollable.”

 


Mamie looked at her fingernails, idly
rubbing them. “Fascinating, can we just leave?” she asked
blandly.

 


Jared looked around, definitely seeing
the disdain for literally everything in this room that Mamie had,
and everything included him. “There might be something worth
checking out, hidden among the piles of balloons maybe.”

 


“Good luck finding it,
I’ll just be over here.”

 


As Mamie pouted by the wall, a look
Jared still really didn’t mind seeing on her cute little face, he
slowly scooted his way through the near waist high balloons. If
something was in this room worth finding, the sea of inflated
balloons certainly hid it well. Glancing up at the ceiling, he
noticed some old balloons caught near the chandelier. The walls
were angled near windows that showed a growing storm outside. No
matter where Mamie was, even a balloon room had to be better than
being stuck in a leaky broken down bus out in this
weather.

 


“Found some that haven’t
been inflated,” Jared said, bending over and picking up a few
brightly colored unused balloons. He looked around the room, waves
of balloons shifting with just the breeze from the
ventilation.

 


“Neat, sounds like the
Holy Grail,” Mamie sarcastically replied.

 


Jared wasn’t sure why she seemed to
hate him so much. Sure he wasn’t super popular and maybe he didn’t
measure up to the guys she dated in looks, but he’d never done
anything to deserve the scorn she seemed quite generously offering
him. Maybe it was the room, maybe she hated balloons, Maybe, he
thought, it was just the whole situation. After all, it had been a
stressful time since leaving the museum downtown.

 


“You, you wanna try it?”
Jared asked.

 


Mamie looked over at him, mean enough
look to momentarily stop his attempt at a smile. “Try what?” she
asked bluntly.

 


“You… er, I thought you
seemed upset. Maybe blowing a balloon and popping it might
help.”

 


Mamie laughed but it was certainly not
a pleasant friendly laugh. “I’ll pop you if you keep pretending
we’re friends, Jared. We’re just supposed to be snooping around,
checking out this rich guy’s collections or whatever. We checked it
out, balloons, whoopee, can we just get back downstairs and wait
for the others?”

 


Jared looked around, standing amidst
more balloons than he’d ever seen, the whole room reminiscent of a
ball pit at some children’s play spot. “I don’t know… I mean we
haven’t really done much snooping.”

 


Mamie paced a bit, clearly angry,
kicking balloons from her way with each step. “Look at this room…
balloons, you found ones that aren’t inflated, wow, there’s nothing
here.”

 


It was sometimes hard to believe such
a pretty face could be so angry, so unpleasant, Jared thought. He
caught himself staring at her body instead of that face, enjoying
the subtle shift of weight under her shirt, her breasts always
having such an amazing natural bounce to them, even if they weren’t
as big as some of the other girls. It was an admittedly strange
fascination he had, how different size breasts moved so
differently, how sometimes the movement seemed so fluid like
Mamie’s and sometimes less natural and more stiff.

 


“You like what you see,
perv?” Mamie asked, and Jared suddenly realized he’d been staring
with his head in such an angle it wasn’t difficult to see where he
looked.

 


“I… er… I got distracted,”
Jared quickly said.

 


“Fucking perv, figures
you’d get in some balloon pit and act like a little immature
creep,” Mamie said, folding her arms and turning so Jared couldn’t
keep staring.

 


“I wasn’t… I mean I didn’t
intend to…”

 


“Whatever, look around the
room, find whatever it is you think is hiding around here,” Mamie
practically spit back at him.

 


She may have been right, he may have
been checking her out, but the attitude was too much, Jared
thought. It kinda pissed him off, and he hated being pissed off,
especially when there was so much mystery in this place. It was the
biggest mansion he’d ever seen, the biggest place he could remember
ever visiting, and they were alone in one of the most eccentric
looking colorful rooms, but Mamie didn’t care. She never cared
about anyone but herself, and frankly, Jared was getting tired
already of putting up with her.

 


Taking a few steps back towards the
center of the room, Jared nearly tripped and fell, stumbling as he
struck his toe on something hard.

 


“Oww, shit,” he shouted,
jumping and then looking down, shoving some balloons
aside.

 


Mamie laughed and it was too similar
to a cackle for Jared to even look her direction. Instead he
restrained sharing some choice words with the girl and stared at
whatever he’d tripped on, pushing balloons out of the way until he
could see the floor.

 


“Hmmpph…” he said. “Well,
we found out the guy’s lung capacity might not be so great after
all.”

 


Mamie turned and just looked at him,
her interest barely evident but her attitude never
fleeting.

 


“Air compressor, probably
how he blew up most of these balloons,” Jared said, holding up the
small little compressor, one similar to his own he used for
airbrushing back home.

 


“Yay,” Mamie said with
absolutely zero enthusiasm. “I’ll call the papers, tweet the
international headline.”

 


Jared shook his head, mouthing the
word bitch beneath his breath.

 


Suddenly the idea occurred to him, and
why not, he thought? He was stressed; he was sure as hell
frustrated, and getting more so every time she opened her mouth. He
could use his own little balloon therapy and now he had the tools
needed to make quick work of it.

 


“What are you doing now?”
Mamie asked moments later as Jared cleared some balloons off a
newly uncovered table near one wall.

 


“Nothing, I’m checking
this out, seeing if it works,” he said, barely looking back at her.
“You should do some exploring of your own.”

 


“Yeah… I’m fine over
here,” Mamie responded huffing and folding her arms.

 


Stupid bitch, he thought, pressing one
of the balloons to the little air compressor, pushing a few bright
yellow balloons away from the wall and finding an outlet. As soon
as he plugged it in, the tiny red light told him it worked. Jared
grit his teeth imagining the source of his frustrations as he
pushed the balloon inward on the little nozzle, the sudden
stretching of rubber as the balloon inflated.

 


As bizarre as he knew the concept was,
it actually was calming. He controlled this balloon. This balloon
represented Mamie, and just like her it was empty of anything of
real substance. Inflating the bright red balloon to roughly the
size of his head, Jared snapped it loose, spun the little end
around and quickly tied it off.

 


“Super impressed,” came
the words from behind him. He turned and glared at Mamie. “You
managed to blow up a balloon. Hey, maybe you should blow some more
up, tie em all together, and make yourself a
girlfriend.”

 


Her appeal was quickly wearing off,
and his patience was definitely wearing thin the more she talked.
“I’m just trying to stay calm,” Jared said, holding the red balloon
and raising his other hand a few feet apart.

 


In one swift movement he crashed his
hand towards the balloon, keeping a firm grip on it with the other.
In a surprisingly loud explosive pop, the balloon was gone, little
pieces raining down around him.

 


Mamie jumped at the noise, glared in
Jared’s direction again, then appeared to be fully distracted as
she put a hand to her head.

 


“Aww… whats the matter,
Mamie, popping balloons gives you a headache?” Jared asked. He
enjoyed the almost cathartic feeling of giving her a little taste
of her own nastiness.

 


“Shut up,” she said, but
continued to press her hands against her temples, closing her eyes
as Jared could be heard inflating yet another balloon.

 


This one was a big blue one, Jared
noticed, and somehow it seemed fitting for all the cases of blue
balls girls like Mamie led to. She was a bitch, but she was a hot
one and those were the worst kind.

 


Clapping his hands together, he stared
right at Mamie as he popped it, the concussive sound of it making
her visibly jump, her tits giving such a satisfying little liquid
jiggle that he barely noticed the expression she had.

 


“Ooh… stop, stop it…” she
said, much less angry sounding than before.

 


Jared only grinned and blew up another
one, a big green one. When the balloon was nicely inflated and tied
off, he stepped a little closer to Mamie and popped it, watching
her shake, staring right at her tits, no longer caring if she
caught him looking.

 


Mamie swayed a bit, fingers against
the side of her head, eyes showing the unexpected listless
expression she gave as she looked over at Jared.

 


This time she didn’t even say
anything, her mouth open a little, Jared wondering if she was just
playing, messing with him, tiny bit of drool forming on her perfect
puckered lips.

 


“This really works,
Mamie,” Jared said, quickly returning and inflating a fourth
balloon, tying it off as he walked back in her direction. “Stress
relief, what better way to get control over what really annoys
you?”

 


Mamie stared with almost an innocent
look in her wide eyes, the dark blue of them almost seeming paler
as Jared grinned and raised his hand ready to pop this balloon
closer than ever. It was funny, he thought. She no longer held the
same arrogance in her expression, the same bitchy posture she
always had. She didn’t even say anything as he swung his hand
inward, colliding with the balloon in his other hand.

 


The pop was satisfyingly loud, echoing
around them both, leaving the room calm and quiet in its
wake.

 


Mamie stared at Jared, her mouth open,
eyes quite impressively blank, an expression he only noticed after
watching the little jump she gave, her famed tits jiggling and
sloshing quite nicely before him.

 


For several seconds he stared,
expected her to stop the act and punch him, at least to shout at
him in response to his admittedly mean actions to annoy her. Mamie
remained standing there, leaning against the wall, dull emptiness
in her eyes, mouth open, string of fresh drool dribbling down her
chin.

 


“Mamie?” Jared said,
cautiously stepping forward.

 


She didn’t change expressions, not
even a tiny bit.

 


“Come on, Mamie, enough
with the game… whatever it is,” Jared said, reaching out and poking
her shoulder.

 


She barely made a sound when he poked
her, the subtle sound of her breathing about all Jared could
detect. He was honestly amazed she let him touch her, since
ordinarily he felt she’d go off on some tirade about his perverted
finger touching her perfect skin.

 


“Um… Mamie?” he said,
staring at her closer, stepping right in front of her and noticing
for only the first time that she had something on her
tongue.

 


“What the…” Jared started
to say as he looked her in the eyes, then carefully reached out and
grabbed the little colorful thing she seemed to have sitting
there.

 


He held his hand up and saw the bright
red piece of rubber, a piece of a balloon. He then looked at her
mouth and noticed two more little pieces, each one barely an inch
wide but all settled as though they’d been inside her head this
whole time, like pieces of gum she’d been chewing on.

 


“No way…” he said, pulling
each piece out, blue and green, the exact colors of the balloons he
just popped.

 


Mamie stared, barely blinking, not
saying a thing, apparently not thinking a thing, and that was when
Jared made the boldest move he ever had in his young
life.

 


Looking her in the eyes, then looking
down, Jared reached his hand forward, slowly pointing his index
finger out and poking her in the boob.

 


The sensation was so much better than
he would have thought just a simple poke could feel. Her flesh was
so warm, so soft, so perfect the way his single poke made her
entire boob jiggle in place. Jared grinned and poked her again,
looking up to see the same blank stare each time. Before he knew it
he was using two hands to poke each boob, pushing them, tapping
them, watching the way they moved on her chest.

 


Mamie never said a thing, never moved,
just stared blankly right at him.

 


“Fuck… this day just took
a turn,” Jared said, realizing as weird as it might seem that
somehow he’d popped Mamie like those balloons, let all the attitude
out, along with it seemed most of her intelligence or ability to
move on her own.

 


Sliding his hands down her top, Jared
grunted as he felt both soft perfect tits, fondling them, squeezing
them, tugging one and then the other up and out into freedom. Mamie
just remained as she had been, empty and all his.

 


“What was that you said
about blowing me up a girlfriend, Mamie?” Jared asked, knowing she
wouldn’t respond. “Guess who gets to be that little blowup doll,
huh?”

 


He was beyond caring about the ethics
of all this, the attitude behind the bitch who now was his to use
having pushed him well beyond usual limits.

 


Jared grabbed Mamie by the shoulders
and pulled her toward him, pressing her naked tits into his chest
as he hugged and maneuvered her back towards the table he’d found.
Pulling her away from him, he stared into her empty eyes and
smiled. “Get ready, bitch, because I’m about to use you harder than
any fake doll out there.”

 


Pressing his lips against hers, Jared
kissed Mamie and thrust his tongue inside her mouth. He made out
with her for several moments, squeezing her tits, running his hand
down her top until he met the waistband of her skirt. He pulled
away and pushed her back, letting her slump somewhat doll like on
the table, her hips pushed forward as he fumbled beneath her skirt,
stroking his fingers against her soft thighs.

 


Jared fucked Mamie, fucked her hard,
fucked her so hard the table shifted, so hard balloons popped as he
lunged into her over and over. Eventually she made little moaning
sounds, her mind not entirely empty of what her body was going
through. She was all his, he thought, his to control, his to use,
and his to pop load after load into until he just couldn’t go
again.

 


It wasn’t until Jared was finally
exhausted, until he was finding other ways to enjoy himself with
Mamie that he discovered something which he knew he’d never tire
of.

 


“Mmm… mpphhh…” he moaned,
looking up at her face while sucking and biting one of her perfect
nipples. Mamie only moaned, her mouth open, eyes still
empty.

 


And that was when Jared inadvertently
blew instead of sucking, taking a breath and sighing, blowing a
little puff right into her nipple.

 


“No fucking way,” he said,
lifting his head up.

 


He’d felt it, he knew it. Almost as
soon as he puffed just a little puff of air into her nipple, Jared
felt her tit expand. It was like she was taking a breath, but he
knew it was much more than that.

 


In minutes, Jared was closing his lips
around one nipple and then the other, blowing Mamie up, blowing her
tits up like the balloons they apparently seemed to have become.
She was his inflatable girlfriend now, and she was definitely
destined to live up to her name, the name every boy in school
secretly called her.

 


“Mamie Melons,” Jared
grinned, pulling his lips from her tits, both of them inflated to
twice their natural size.

 


No longer did she look all natural,
not with a pair of melons like she had, but as unnatural as it all
was, Jared didn’t care. She was his, every bouncy little inch of
her, every blown up bit.

 


“And I thought only your
ego inflated,” Jared said, laughing as he let Mamie slump to the
floor, ready to do what every guy dreamed of, ready to fuck Mamie
Melon’s melons.

 


It seemed control was a fickle thing,
at least in cases of girls who had to have it. Just one push too
far and the bubble of control could pop, leaving one empty and at
the mercy of whoever desired control over them.

 


 


 


 


* * *

 


 



 Beth and Adam

 


 


 


The heavy wooden door proved a strain
for Beth, but then who was Adam to argue with the girl about
letting him open the door to their chosen room? If there was one
thing about Beth it was that she always had to be the one to do
whatever task came her way. He supposed it wasn’t necessarily a bad
thing, since she’d obviously been in the top percent of their
classmates as far as her grades were concerned, always taking on
extra assignments, earning well beyond the needed GPA for much of
the classes they took. Still, she did have a way of sucking the fun
out of things with her constantly levelheaded and by the books
manner.

 


“Remember, twenty minutes,
no more than that, Adam,” Beth said, nodding her head as though
agreeing with her own statement.

 


“I know, I know, Beth,
this isn’t a timed academic test or anything; we won’t have to put
out pencils down at the end,” Adam grinned.

 


“Yes, but if we get back
late and that Mr. Grey is already waiting with Penny, she’s gonna
report us and I can’t afford a black mark this close to
graduation.”

 


Adam found a row of light switches and
pushed them all up as he glanced into Beth’s super serious face.
“Beth, we’re just looking around. We could always say we just
wanted to find a bathroom or something.”

 


As the lights came up throughout a
large space, the walls covered in framed and backlit posters, Beth
pushed her thick dark brown hair back over her shoulder and curled
up one side of her mouth as she usually did when calling someone’s
logic into question. “Sure, Adam, all fifty of us needed to use the
bathroom at the same time. I’m sure they’d buy it.”

 


She had a point, but just because she
did didn’t mean Adam was about to give her the credit. Instead he
looked around the room, a much larger room than he’d been expected,
easily as big as the parlor they’d been in downstairs, with a
double high ceiling and several thin tall windows currently
curtained off.

 


“Oh wow, do you know what
this is?” Adam quickly said, seeing the posters, walking up to one.
The backlighting really set the image off in the poster, an image
of a very hot girl holding a black gaming controller and making a
suggestive motion with it up against her chest.

 


“Something tells me you
know what it is, but are you asking about the poster or the room?”
Beth asked, as logical as ever.

 


Adam looked at the poster, then back
to Beth. He hated to admit it but beyond all the fun sucking Beth
had an amazing talent to do, she could probably give the girls in
the posters a run for their money, if she ever dressed to show off
a bit more. She certainly had the bright light green eyes and dark
hair contrast going which alone gave her a really hot look. Her
body probably looked just as good but underneath the heavy grey
shirt and baggy pants who could really tell?

 


“I mean the room, but the
poster is a gaming poster. They all are,” Adam said. “Which makes
this a game room. See, check out the case,” he added, hastily
walking past her to a wall length ornate wooden case with large
glass doors.

 


“Neat, so these game
systems are collectible or something?” Beth asked, seeming to at
least not totally be ruining the fun of this
exploration.

 


“Well, yeah… I mean from
what I’m seeing, he has every single game system ever made. Look,
the first ones way back in the 60s. So many people didn’t even know
they had some in the late 60s but they did and he has them in
perfect condition. And these,” Adam said, pointing excitedly to
several on a lower shelf, large emblazoned red S letters on them.
“These are super rare. I think, maybe I read something about them
online but I never have seen one, didn’t even know if they
existed.”

 


Beth stepped over beside him, bending
and looking through the glass at the little video game systems, the
edge of her lip already curled up. “So video games, you know I
wouldn’t have pegged Mr. Grey for being a gamer. He seems a
bit…”

 


“What old?” Adam said,
turning to her. “Gamers come in all ages, we aren’t all the
same.”

 


Beth smiled, a dismissive and
definitely countdown to fun sucking smile if Adam had ever seen
one. “I was going to say he seems a bit higher brow than gamers,
more mature and eloquent.”

 


Adam sighed. “Hey, I’m a gamer, you
saying I’m not eloquent?”

 


Beth laughed and even Adam had to
admit, the laugh was warranted given the ridiculousness of his
asking whether he was eloquent. Still, she really didn’t have to
suck all the fun out of everything.

 


“I’m sure you’re plenty
eloquent with your words when screaming at the game you’re playing
because the bad guys won’t go down.” Beth said.

 


Adam shook his head. “You should play
a game sometime, Beth. Some of them are actually good for you, hand
eye coordination, logic and reasoning, they’ve proven that you
know.”

 


Beth nodded. “Sure, I’ve read it. I
just never found the game I got much out of.”

 


Adam looked at the case of game
consoles, every console imaginable, then looked to another display
case nearby, literally thousands of games, mint condition in their
cases. He smiled as he had an idea.

 


“Maybe we can find the
game for you, Beth, play it during our twenty minute window of
course, but then I can show you how to loosen up, have a little fun
once in a while.”

 


“I don’t know, Adam, I
mean these things look more for show than play,” she said, pointing
at the unblemished perfection of the various game consoles, even
the controllers appearing never to have been touched, fresh from
their packages to the perfectly polished case shelf.

 


“Nah, there’s no way
anyone would collect all this and not use it. Besides the guy gave
that speech about control; what better way to grab control of
something than to play a video game? They basically give you
control over a whole world of characters and places.”

 


Beth looked around as Adam tried to
choose which game system or game they could try. He wanted one that
was easy to pick up, not too complicated for noobs like Beth, but
definitely fun and different.

 


“You know… I think we may
have missed something, Adam,” Beth said, stepping down into a
sunken center section of the room, two steps down from the
surrounding walls with display cases and gaming posters.

 


Adam was too busy pressing his face
against the glass to answer, but Beth knew he might not be so happy
when he saw what she was seeing. The central part of the room was
hardwood flooring, the raised outer rim where Adam stood carpeted.
She had to respect the taste of whoever decorated it. Even the
gaming posters were nicely displayed in thick dark wood frames, lit
from behind which created a nice intimate space. In the center of
the lowered part of the room where Beth stood she found the light
natural leather couches to be manly but fitting given the theme of
the room. Even the central coffee table which was positioned
perfectly centered under the large overhanging light was nicely
chosen for the room.

 


Yes, she thought, pushing her thick
lustrous mane of dark hair back over her shoulders, standing there
in the middle of the room looking around, there was no questioning
that the room was a nicely laid out space. There was just one thing
missing that she felt Adam had to notice sooner or
later.

 


“Think I found the perfect
game, Beth, but the damn case seems to be locked,” Adam was saying,
tugging on the sliding glass door, seeming to think tugging harder
would loosen it. Beth simply shook her head.

 


“Adam, I think there’s
something else you missed,” Beth said.

 


“Maybe I can, hey, you
have one of those… what are they… bobby pins or whatever,” Adam
said, turning and looking at Beth. “Maybe we can unlock
it.”

 


Beth stood there simply smiling, arms
folded as she noticed how focused Adam was on getting the game and
system out of the cases. She pointed around the room, waving her
hand. “Adam… like I said, we missed something, you see a television
anywhere?”

 


Adam stopped messing with the case and
stood there. Dammit, he thought, looking around. Of all the fun
sucking logic to point out, she had a valid point this time. There
wasn’t even a television in the room, not even one mounted on the
wall, which for a game room seemed really odd. There was nothing,
nothing but the couches circled around where she stood, the coffee
table next to her, some magazines and gaming peripherals on the
table, even a pair of sunglasses under a glass box in the center of
that table.

 


“Damn…” he said, rather
disheartened.

 


“It’s fine, Adam, I don’t
think we needed to play a game just to change my mind about
gaming,” Beth said.

 


“We don’t?” Adam
asked.

 


“No, it’s going to take a
lot more than a ten minute game to change my mind,” Beth said quite
flatly.

 


Adam hated to again admit she was
right, but how could he argue with the fun sucker? He’d almost had
the brief hope that he could finally open her eyes to a little
gaming fun, which in his mind might open her eyes to other kinds of
fun, and might loosen her up just a bit from the uptight well… fun
sucker she seemed destined to always be.

 


As he slumped his shoulders and joined
her in the center of the large room, Adam tried to ignore how cute
she looked even with that fun sucking curl at the edge of her
pretty lips. Maybe he’d always had a thing for Beth; it probably
explained why he sat with her on the bus, why he spent so much time
around her even though she clearly had no room for anything fun. It
was almost ironic, he thought, that as much fun as she could suck
out of a room, she never actually had any herself.

 


“So at least you got to
see some neat game systems,” Beth said, actually patting Adam on
the shoulder supportively.

 


“Yeah, though the really
rare ones need to be played to enjoyed,” he said, looking down and
sighing.

 


“Maybe some other time,
besides we need to be heading back to the group in less than ten
minutes anyway. Probably would have taken that long to hook one of
those things up to a television if he had one around to hook them
up to.”

 


Adam groaned. She had a point, but did
she always have to make her points in such a matter of fact way? If
anything sucked the fun out of everything faster it was casual
dismissive tones and Beth was the queen of such tones, even if she
probably never meant to be that way.

 


He stared at the table, sighing, and
then he suddenly noticed something, something he hadn’t seen
before, something he was willing to bet Beth hadn’t noticed either.
He quickly reached for the little glass box that was sitting over
top of the sunglasses in the center of the coffee table.

 


“Oh my god… do you see
that?” Adam said, genuinely shocked as he grabbed the sunglasses
and held them up.

 


“What?” Beth asked,
“sunglasses?”

 


“Not just sunglasses, the
emblem on the side, the S shape. Do you know what that
means?”

 


Beth shrugged, leaning in to look at
them. “They’re expensive? I don’t know, I mean sunglasses are a
little odd to be on display in a game room right?”

 


Adam grinned and shook his head,
opening the sunglasses and looking at the back of them. “No… no
this is… I never thought I’d see a pair of these. They aren’t
sunglasses, they’re Shades.”

 


Beth actually laughed, but quickly saw
that Adam wasn’t making a joke. “You lost me, what are you talking
about, Adam?”

 


“They’re SINtendo Shades,”
Adam said, actually nervous as he held them. “I read something
about these online; apparently they were banned so quickly after
being manufactured only the first shipment of them even went out.
They’re super rare… but they are like virtual gaming glasses. These
things can do so much you wouldn’t even believe it.”

 


“So you can play a game
wearing glasses?” Beth asked.

 


“Yes, well… I mean sorta.
Surely you’ve heard of those augmented reality games, the ones
where you see things on a tablet or portable gaming screen that
isn’t really there. They use cameras to capture where you stand and
make the game take place in that space.”

 


Beth shook her head. “Sorry, never
played games, like I said before. Just nothing in them for
me.”

 


“Just imagine you’re
looking through these Shades but instead of simply seeing the room,
you can see digital game figures interacting or moving within the
space. Most of the time they float around or something, not the
most complicated stuff, but anyway, it’s mixing the real world with
the game world. Supposedly these Shades do it like nothing else,
merging reality with game fantasy, giving a sense of control like
never before.”

 


Adam was staring at the Shades with
bigger eyes than Beth imagined he’d look at a prized possession.
Still, something seemed off about what all he’d told her. “But if
those were banned, doesn’t that make them dangerous? I mean, if
what you said is how they work it kinda seems like they mess with
your brain or something.”

 


He waved a hand dismissively. “Pshh…
nah, the stupid ban had nothing to do with danger. Apparently this
company tends to market exclusively to adult audiences and the
Shades led to some unexpectedly adult encounters or something,
maybe people getting too into their gaming. What harm can they
possibly do?”

 


“SINtendo?” Beth
questioned, stepping in closer and looking at the Shades Adam
clutched so protectively.

 


“Yeah, that’s the company.
You heard of them?”

 


Beth shook her head. “Sounds made up,
I mean isn’t there another game company that has a similar
name?”

 


Adam shrugged. “Sure, but they market
to little kids. This one is different. You want to see if these
work?”

 


Beth looked back towards the door. “I
don’t know, we’re pushed for time now. Maybe you should just put
them back under the glass.”

 


Adam frowned. “Come on, you’re
seriously gonna suck the fun out of this too?”

 


“Suck the what?” Beth
asked.

 


“Fun sucker,” Adam said.
“You do know that people call you that behind your
back.”

 


It was Beth’s turn to frown. “I’m not
a fun sucker, Adam. I’m responsible, and yeah, maybe we don’t
always have time for fun, but that doesn’t mean I sucked it all
away. Life isn’t all about fun you know.”

 


Adam held the Shades up and looked
through them, pausing to give Beth a glare. “That suspiciously
sounds like something a fun sucker would say. Besides, I’m trying
these, whether you want to participate or not.”

 


With that he slipped the SINtendo
Shades onto his ears, reaching up and pressing in the little S
emblem on the side. Instantly everything in the room seen through
the lenses glowed, thin neon lines highlighting the edges of
furniture and walls. He turned and looked around, looking up and
down, several words scrolling by his field of vision.

 


SINtendo Shades booting up, he read,
grinning.

 


“These are so cool!” Adam
said. “Beth you really should try these on.”

 


He turned and looked at Beth, standing
there with her arms folded, sullen expression on her face. “No
thanks, Adam, just hurry it up. How do you even select games on
those things anyway?”

 


Adam had been wondering that very
thing when the Shades briefly flashed bright into his eyes, his
head struck by a brief pang of pressure. As soon as the light
faded, everything in the room was clearly visible, and Beth
suddenly drew more than a second glance.

 


“Oh wow,” Adam said,
staring at her.

 


The neon outlines highlighted Beth
from the rest of the room, but what they did which most sent his
mind spinning was highlighting all of her, and not her clothing. He
could literally see the outline of Beth’s body beneath her drab
clothing and he had to admit, he’d been wrong before.

 


Beth didn’t just have a great body,
she had an exceptional one. Her waist was slim, her thighs tight,
and her chest was full and yet remarkably perky. She was incredible
looking, especially when pairing her physical looks with the way
her bright eyes contrasted her dark hair.

 


“Um… what are you staring
at?” Beth asked, seeming self-conscious as Adam couldn’t stop
looking at her.

 


Adam saw the blinking words above
Beth’s head, the words he wasn’t even fully sure he understood, but
he focused his gaze on her just to see what happened.

 


“Nothing…” he said, “Um…
it needs me to select a player.”

 


Select Player, Player Chosen - Beth,
he read, eyes widening in disbelief as the SINtendo Shades somehow
seemed to know Beth’s name.

 


“What do you mean,
selecting a player? Aren’t you playing?” Beth asked.

 


“It’s like I said…
augmented reality or something, Beth. I can see you but I also see
more, and I control what I see with focus or thought.”

 


Beth unfolded her arms and waved her
hands in front of his face. “That seems sorta dangerous, you sure
they didn’t ban these for health hazards or something?”

 


“Lighten up, Beth, I’m
just playing SINtendo. What’s the worst that could
happen?”

 


Beth actually started to list off
everything from brain tumors to strokes but Adam shushed her as the
game mode engaged, some graphics appearing in front of him, words
seeming to float throughout the air as little clouds formed. Each
of the clouds cleared into the title of a possible mini-game and
almost instantly he saw the one he was going to choose, if only
because of Beth.

 


“Welcome to SINtendo
Shades,” said the voice in his ear, the tiny speakers built right
into the frame. “You are playing the most advanced game glasses on
the planet, taking gaming into your world like never
before.”

 


Adam grinned and probably confused
Beth more as she simply stared at him.

 


“Select from the available
AR games to try out your new SINtendo Shades. Chosen Player will
become part of your game like never before.”

 


“It’s giving me game
options, Beth. I see just the one for you,” Adam said.

 


“For me… but you’re the
one playing,” Beth replied.

 


“Sure, but I’m playing
with you. Didn’t I mention, that’s how these games work? They use
people as the characters in the game. The game I see that is just
perfect for you is called SINtendo Sucker.”

 


Beth rolled her eyes. “Very cute, and
I’m not a fun sucker. Still, how am I supposed to be playing a game
if I can’t even see what you do?”

 


Adam saw the count down on screen,
large numbers counting down to start the game. He looked around the
room, watching more neon clouds appear. “I don’t know, Beth, I
think I control things but you’re a part of the game. Just let me
actually get started and we’ll see what happens.”

 


“Begin Game, SINtendo
Sucker has one goal,” Adam heard from inside the Shades. “Suck all
the invading creatures or objects. If one escapes then they suck
your player. Miss too many and you lose.”

 


Quite abruptly the neon clouds
floating around the room burst into various floating objects and
the objects all began flying around. Adam looked at each of them,
even ducking his head as several swooped in right for
him.

 


“Damn… this is
challenging,” he thought, focusing his attention on one which
looked literally like a floating gas pump handle. As he focused on
it, Adam realized he could steer it, direct it, but only for a
brief few moments as his concentration seemed to wane.

 


“Okay, I think I see how
this works,” Adam said.

 


“You look ridiculous,”
Beth was saying, but Adam kept moving around, looking up and down,
watching as several objects or creatures flew around the room, most
just seeming to circle where he and Beth stood for the
moment.

 


“It’s fun, Beth…
different, but fun,” Adam said, once again grabbing mental hold
over the floating gas pump handle. He thinned his eyes in
concentration and quickly looked at Beth, watching the disconnected
gas nozzle float through the air right at her. As soon as it was
close enough to her face, he saw the prompt appear and blinked his
eyes, confirming selection.

 


“Adam… wha… wha…” Beth
said, Adam watching as she opened her mouth and the tip of the
floating nozzle thrust right inside.

 


“This is so real looking,
you should see how you look, Beth,” Adam said, laughing as he
focused purely on the floating nozzle, seeing the rather comical
way Beth’s throat bulged as she apparently swallowed down whatever
the nozzle was pumping into her.

 


As soon as the nozzle had pumped
whatever it had, Adam watched it burst into a puff of neon smoke,
some numbers appearing counting up his score.

 


“Cool, okay I see how this
works,” Adam said.

 


Beth wasn’t saying anything, and for
all he knew she was welcome not to say anything since most of what
she said only sucked the fun out of things, and this game as quirky
as it was, was actually fun.

 


Several more floating objects dove
down toward Beth, Adam noticing how she stood there clueless to
what was around her. He grabbed hold of all three, each of them
looking like floating bowling balls with hoses coming off of
them.

 


“Man, got a triple, this
might be a short game after all,” Adam said, excitedly, staring at
Beth, noticing how she seemed to instantly move into just the right
position for him to perform a triple suck at the same
time.

 


Directing one of the bowling balls
towards her face, Adam focused and she tilted her head back,
opening wide, the hose sliding effortlessly down her throat. He
then directed the other two bowling balls down towards her front
and back, the hoses stabbing forward and definitely making him
pause for a moment as he realized just why SINtendo marketed to
adults.

 


“Geez… they weren’t
kidding about adult gaming,” he mumbled, watching the bowling ball
hoses thrust straight through her clothing, appearing through the
Shades to literally be fucking Beth both front and back, all three
of the floating balls occupying all her holes.

 


He was glad Beth wasn’t asking about
what he was seeing because honestly what he was seeing was more
than slightly turning him on. Beth already looked amazing, and the
SINtendo Shades seemed to augment her reality perfectly, even
making her appear to be sandwiched between the artificial objects,
taking their hoses inside her, sucking all the contents out as the
bowling ball orbs grew slowly smaller.

 


He’d never witnessed anything like it,
the mix of reality and surreal so expertly presented in the
glasses. Beth’s body was taking quite the pounding too, he thought,
grinning a little as he imagined what Beth would do were she to see
how the game manipulated even her own image.

 


As the bowling ball hoses seemed to
seep the last of whatever they had within them into Beth, Adam
noticed how tight her once baggy pants seemed, her belly more than
a little swollen from whatever the game objects were supposed to be
making her suck. It was a nice touch, adding to the augmented
reality in a way he’d never seen before.

 


“Adam… I…” Beth said, her
voice actually strange, soft, a bit of confusion in it.

 


“I know, I know, not much
time left. Just… you wouldn’t believe what this game is like. It’s
so real looking.”

 


Adam looked around the room,
fortunately his triple score pushing him quite a bit, only two
floating things left in the room, and both of them were alien
creatures like he’d never seen in games before. Whoever designed
the effects deserved an award, but then he supposed given the
obvious sexual innuendo with the way they had Beth sucking them,
there probably weren’t awards for these types of games.

 


As Adam focused on one of the
creatures, their flight path somewhat erratic and all over, he
barely managed to snag it, using all his focus to bring it down
towards Beth.

 


She seemed a bit unsteady, standing
there, actually swaying a bit as she held both hands up to her
plump belly. Adam had to wonder what the real Beth was doing, only
because she hadn’t moved much in the past several
minutes.

 


Using his eye movements and blinking
to accept the prompts, Adam watched the somewhat slimy looking
floating creature wrap his arms and legs around Beth’s head,
thrusting what he could only describe as a fat green cock right
into her open mouth. It was amazing, he thought, how real it all
seemed. The creature was a blur humping at Beth’s head, her throat
making little noises that he swore sounded just like Beth, exactly
like her own muffled voice.

 


“Beth, this might not be
the game for you… but it sure is fun,” Adam said, expecting some
retort from the real girl, hearing nothing but the muffled sounds
of sucking, the little alien creature glowing as the game Beth
clearly sucked the last of his digital load down her
throat.

 


“Mphhh… mmmm… mpphhhh!”
Beth cried out, and suddenly Adam realized it was not coming from
the speakers next to his ears. The sound had come from the room
around him, a room games like this almost made him forget he was
even in.

 


“Beth… oh fuck, Beth!”
Adam said, lifting the SINtendo Shades momentarily from his
head.

 


Beth stood there, swaying, eyes wide,
hair a mess as something he couldn’t even see literally yanked her
head from side to side, gagging her with something thrusting right
down her bulging throat.

 


“No fucking way… no way,
Beth…” Adam said, lowering the Shades as he stared at her. Sure
enough, as he pressed the glasses back down over his eyes, the
invisible floating creature could be seen, glowing even brighter,
grabbing Beth by her head, clawing through her messed up hair,
thrusting deeper and deeper until it suddenly exploded in a bright
neon dust.

 


Adam pulled the Shades off and ran to
Beth, looking her in the eyes. “Beth… oh fuck, are you okay? I
didn’t know it was real… I… I thought it was part of the
game.”

 


She coughed a little, eyes rolling
back some in her head. Adam looked her up and down, unable to
believe it as he saw her belly, her swollen tummy she rest her
hands against, her posture swaying but holding as she remained
standing there.

 


“Adam… I… I was…” Beth
said, her eyes quickly widening as she violently seemed to fall
back to the floor.

 


“Beth… shit, what the fuck
is happening now?” Adam shouted, feeling her literally ripped away
from him, watching as he saw the impossible happening.

 


Claw marks appeared on her heavy
shirt, ripping the material apart, shredding it as her heavy black
bra was quickly revealed. Adam had to admit, a part of him couldn’t
help enjoying the view, her flailing around making her tits bounce
all over the place as something invisible seemed to literally rip
both her shirt and bra completely off the girl.

 


“Fuck…” he said,
remembering the game. He grabbed the Shades and put them back on,
immediately seeing what was happening, remembering the simple rules
that what Beth didn’t suck would suck her.

 


The other alien creature had remained,
the only object still left in the game, and now that creature was
grabbing Beth’s boobs, squeezing them and opening its slimy mouth,
lowering drool dripping lips to her nipples.

 


Adam wasn’t even sure what to do. The
game wasn’t over, but the creature was already latched onto her
tits, sucking one and then the other, tugging her tits up with
inhuman strength, squeezing the fat round sides as it inhaled and
sucked harder and harder, seeming to grow more powerful with every
passing second.

 


“Shit… what do I do,” Adam
asked, knowing Beth certainly wasn’t going to provide an
answer.

 


He lifted the Shades off for just a
moment, staring at Beth writhing on the floor, arching her back up
and moaning as the game creature sucked on her tits. It was so
strange to literally watch her nipples getting tugged up by
invisible forces, her fat tits squeezed and suckled so
brutally.

 


And then it happened, the only thing
that he could imagine would both turn him on and freak him out
further than he already had been. Beth cried out, gasped, and both
of her nipples began squirting little geysers of milk straight up
into the air. As he watched the milk sprays vanish, he realized
what was happening and lowered the Shades back over his
eyes.

 


“Damn…” he sighed,
watching the little alien creature suck hard, suck fervently,
inhale and swallow all the milk forced out of Beth’s heavy
tits.

 


As the creature sucked and drained
Beth’s spasming tits, he grew and swelled, then in a burst of neon
dust exploded into nothingness, the large Game Over words scrolling
down into his field of vision.

 


Staring at Beth through the Shades,
Adam saw her breathing in short bursts, shaking a little, seeming
to try and sit up. He couldn’t believe what had happened, what he’d
done to her. The score added up, his only loss coming with that
final creature. Adam had won the game, but was it really worth
winning?

 


“Congratulations,” came
the words from the speakers in his ears. “You have won SINtendo
Sucker. Your prize lies before you; Beth is now yours for the
taking. Initiating enhancements.”

 


Enhancements, Adam questioned and
suddenly he grit his teeth, slapping a hand against his
head.

 


“Oh fuck… what the hell…”
he shouted, feeling the same momentary pulsing within his skull he
had felt as he first put the gaming glasses on. This time however
the pulsing and pounding never stopped, images flashing through his
mind, outside thoughts forcing their way inside his own.

 


For several seconds, Adam winced in a
pain he’d never known before and then it all faded. He stared at
Beth laying there on the floor by the coffee table. He stared at
her exposed tits, her long dark hair spread out behind her. Adam
stared at her and smiled.

 


Removing the SINtendo Shades, Adam
wasn’t entirely sure if even he were fully aware what had just
happened. He knew he’d been shocked and horrified by what he did to
Beth playing that game, but all the reasons for being so shocked
seemed to slip past his thoughts now. He just couldn’t figure out
why he’d care one way or the other, especially when he won the
game.

 


Adam grinned and placed the Shades
down on the table, carefully putting them back under the glass
display box. He then reached down and pulled Beth awkwardly to her
feet. Looking into her eyes, he saw the look there, the same look
he knew he himself had. They shared a grin and Beth looked down at
her milk dribbling tits.

 


“So what game are we gonna
play next, Adam?” Beth asked, reaching up to brush some hair out of
her eyes.

 


Adam held her steady, looking down at
her body, the way that body had been thoroughly abused and stuffed
by the game. “I was thinking since you already have this swollen
belly,” Adam said, licking his lips. “We might as well give the
rest of the class something to really talk about when we see them
next. How about I just bend you over this couch here and fuck a few
healthy loads of cum up inside you?”

 


“Mmm… yeah,” she said, the
Beth who once was a responsible rational girl gone. “That sounds
like… fun.”

 


Adam grinned as he spun Beth around
and shoved her hard over the nearest couch. He grabbed her
tightened pants and yanked them down, ripping at her panties which
already had little holes torn from those bowling ball floaters in
the game. “SINtendo is always fun, Beth…” Adam said, dropping his
own pants and stroking a thick cock.

 


As he pressed the tip of his dick into
her, Beth moaned and gripped the back of the couch, her heavy milky
tits swaying and dripping beneath her.

 


“… but you know, Beth, I
think this might be a bit more fun,” Adam said, slamming forward
and grunting as he began fucking her tight little stuffed
pussy.

 


The game room was soon filled with the
passionate animalistic moans of pleasure, Beth crying out as Adam
screwed her senseless, fucked her through one orgasm after another.
All sense of time was lost, Beth’s strict sense of logic and
responsibility gone along with any inhibitions or reasoning within
her perverted mind of why she shouldn’t be getting her pussy
stuffed with cock.

 


The controls had been simple enough,
the game even simpler, but ultimately it was a force neither
teenager could conceive of that controlled the outcome of the game,
and lack of control was the least of their worries as they
continued humping like crazed animals.

 


 


 


 


* * *

 


 



 River and Kurt

 


 


 


Of all the paired off students who
flooded the second floor hall of Grey Manor and randomly chose a
closed door to investigate, none were so vastly different from
River and Kurt.

 


River, an admitted hippy, was a
beautiful girl, but more than a little flighty when it came to what
she said and did. She was a child of hippies, a child who took on
the traits of her parents and loved nature. Kurt was a jock who
only cared about nature when he was tackling some lineman to the
grass.

 


They had very little in common besides
being in the same classes, being the same age, and graduating soon
from the same school. Still, River always got along with everyone,
so it wasn’t her that had any issues opening the double doors and
entering what definitely seemed to be her kind of space.

 


“The fuck is this?” Kurt
asked, trudging along behind the blonde, more interested in the way
her cute little backside looked than anything the room they’d just
entered had.

 


“Oh wow, like totally
nature,” River said, clasping her hands together and looking up at
the high arching skylights above.

 


The room was more than a room, much
more, River realized. It was a greenhouse, a conservatory she
thought, thinking back to her days playing the board game Clue. It
was all about plants and just as she’d said nature.

 


“Great, plants…” Kurt
said, looking around at several gnarled trees literally growing
from enormous planters built into the floor. “I thought we’d find
some cool shit or something.”

 


River smiled and ran over to a nearby
tree, the thin flaking trunk rising several feet above her, limbs
spreading out like an umbrella, shielding the lighting above from
touching her pale soft skin. She grasped the tree and spun around
it, laughing as she looked back towards Kurt. “This is so much
cooler than some stupid collection of stuff, man. This is nature,
look at it… isn’t it amazing?”

 


Kurt grinned. “Sure, cute stuff,
amazing. So how much I owe you for the pole dance?” he asked,
watching her spin and then lean back, her floral top opening up
enough to show that River went braless. For all he knew, she burned
her bra before she ever got one that fit the puppies she had
jiggling on her chest.

 

 


River just smiled and ignored his
comments. “It’s nature, and nature is cool,” she said. “I bet you
never even thought about how nature affects everything we do,
everything we are.”

 


Kurt chuckled and stepped up beside
the tree she was literally hugging. “Sure I do, River. In fact, I
think I’m feeling a natural attraction right now. You feel it
right?”

 


River actually seemed to think for a
moment, then poked him with a laugh and skipped off to some large
ferns which grew from raised beds on either side of the room.
“You’re being silly, Kurt. Come on, haven’t you ever been
interested in plants, in flowers, maybe big strong trees. You like
big and strong obvious. Nature is very strong,” River said,
grinning, spinning around and seeming as carefree as anyone Kurt
had ever seen.

 


“Sure,” he said, “what
girl doesn’t wanna get a big strong tree she can wrap her legs
around?”

 


They walked on, the room extending
longer than many of the other rooms in the mansion, skylight
covering the entire ceiling, the storm outside raging but inside
the breeze from some hidden vents calm and relaxing.

 


“Ivy can climb anything,”
River said, running to some hanging ivy, the leaves dark green and
thick, the vines those leaves grew from literally hanging from the
glass they had attached themselves to.

 


“Uh huh,” Kurt said, “you
wanna skip all the nature talk and climb my tree, babe? I can show
you something really amazing.”

 


River frowned but only for a minute as
she tossed her blonde hair back and marched forward to stand in
front of him. “What makes you think we’re compatible, tough guy? I
mean, in nature you can’t crossbreed everything. Some plants just
don’t fit.”

 


Kurt scratched his head, staring at
the hot little hippy chick. “Who’s talking about breeding, I just
think we could have some fun together, bridge the gap so to
speak.”

 


River stuck her tongue out at him
playfully, running off among the nearby plants, letting the hanging
ivy drape against her shoulders like a curtain as she looked back
in his direction. “Plants are simple, they don’t play games, they
just are. No lines, no casual sex, but then maybe a simple jock
understands simple better than most.”

 


“Hey,” Kurt said,
approaching her, knocking some large tropical leaves out of his
way. “I’ll tell you what a jock understands. We understand that
sometime you play the game and sometime the game plays you and I’m
not playing games with you, miss nature nut.”

 


River made a playful pouty face,
raising her hands above her head with something of a mock surrender
expression. “Ooh, okay Kurt, no more games. Take me, take me, I’m
all yours to ravish. Just punch your big strong tree into my petals
and pollinate my brains out.”

 


She laughed and Kurt rolled his eyes.
Despite the fact he knew she was messing with him, just seeing her
stand there with her hands up, chest thrust out, cute little body
so nicely displayed in that floral outfit she wore was giving him a
hell of an erection.

 


“What the… hey!” River
suddenly cried out, Kurt looking up where her hands were still
raised.

 


She was trying to pull them down but
they’d gotten tangled in some of the hanging ivy, the vines wrapped
several times around her wrists.

 


“Heh, that’s what you get,
nature girl,” Kurt chuckled.

 


“It’s not funny, Kurt… I’m
really stuck,” River said, wiggling, the movements about all that
Kurt paid attention to, her bobbling little boobs jumping up and
down with each futile leap against her ivy bindings.

 


“Come on, River, what did
the ivy grab you or something? You raised your hands all by
yourself. Pull them loose and stop playing around.”

 


River genuinely seemed panicked as she
pulled one wrist and then the other. “I’m not kidding, Kurt,
please… they’re getting tighter.”

 


Kurt stared at her, actually looking
her in the eyes instead of checking out her body as he had been. As
silly as it seemed, she really did look scared. She also kinda
looked pretty hot bound as she was, both hands pulled up tighter
above her head. It was just as he was about to step forward and
offer some much needed assistance when he noticed movement down
below.

 


“What the…” Kurt said,
staring as a couple of vines of ivy snaked their way around River’s
ankles, seeming to grab on and wind themselves around her calves
several times.

 


“Kurt… Kurt seriously,
please… something isn’t right,” River said as Kurt stared and saw
the ivy pulling tighter, lifting her arms up, straightening her
posture as the ivy spread her ankles wider.

 


“Shit, those things really
do grab onto anything, don’t they?” Kurt said scratching his head
and looking around as though expecting a plant to lunge at him any
second.

 


“Kurt… oh… oh no,” River
said, moaning in a way Kurt couldn’t help but smile at.

 


As entertaining as it looked though,
he knew it probably wasn’t a joking matter. The ivy around her
calves was winding its way up her legs, her arms held firm behind
her head. Just as that ivy crept and crawled underneath her skirt,
River’s eyes went wide and she let out the most gasping pleasure
filled scream Kurt had ever heard.

 


“Oooohhhh unhhhhh, Kurt
pleeeeeease…” River shouted, just the mention of his name enough to
make Kurt grunt a little as he watched.

 


“Fuck… so much about
plants being particular about crossbreeding,” he said, stepping
forward until he was barely inches away from the bound and helpless
River.

 


“This… unhhh… isn’t funny,
Kurt,” River moaned, mouth open, tongue lolling out to one
side.

 


“I can see that, River,
first time I ever saw a tree hugging a girl,” he
chuckled.

 


“It’s not… unhhh, not a
tree,” River said.

 


Kurt just stared, noticing how tight
the grip of the ivy was on her wrists, how her arms were lifted up
so high her feet no longer touched the floor. He couldn’t believe
what he was seeing as the ivy moved beneath her dress, but most of
all he couldn’t believe the clear thrusting motion the ivy was
clearly making between her legs.

 


“Damn… lucky ass ivy,
whatever it is,” Kurt said.

 


“Please… just get it off
me,” River moaned.

 


Kurt watched as more ivy wrapped
itself around River’s waist, some of it seeming to assist the ivy
thrusting into her below and other vines working their way up
towards her tits. He found himself grinning as he watched the vines
wrap around her breasts, each vine encircling one and pushing them
up, tugging her top down just enough so the bare edges of her
nipples became exposed.

 


“Fucking wow,” Kurt said,
unable to look away.

 


“Pleeease… Kurt,” River
gasped, entire body now being lifted up and down, the ivy literally
fucking the girl in midair right in front of Kurt as he watched in
a trance.

 


Before he knew it, vines had stroked
up along the side of River’s moaning face, one of those vines
sliding right into her open mouth, the leaves tickling her lips as
she swallowed it, eyes even wider, body seeming so caught up he
wasn’t even sure he could free her if he wanted to. Oddly though,
Kurt didn’t care about freeing the girl. She’d never been too
understanding of him so why should he understand her current
incredibly hot looking plight?

 


“Mmm… mmphhh… oooh,” River
moaned, feeling things she’d never imagined feeling, vines fucking
into all three of her holes, sliding between her exposed tits,
squeezing them, pressing inward on her belly as they relentlessly
abused her body.

 


Eventually the ivy around her wrists
seemed to loosen, her thighs glistening with her own juices but
feeling the cool air once again as the vines pulled free from her,
slowly lowering her to the floor where she slumped weak-kneed back
against the trunk of a nearby tree.

 


Kurt just stared at her, his own eyes
glowing, a green tinge of color there she knew hadn’t been there
before. “What… what happened?” she asked, blinking and wondering
just how long the ivy had been fucking her sore body
for.

 


Kurt grinned as some flowers nearby
sprayed a cloud of pollen into his face, the same cloud of pollen
he’d been practically ignoring having sprayed at him the entire
time he watched River get plant raped. As the pollen settled, the
green in his eyes flashed brighter and Kurt reached down to pick
River up.

 


“The plants…” he said,
breathing heavily, even his breath carrying a strange odor with it
as River breathed it in. “They can’t breed with you.”

 


River knew what it was, recognized it
even as she knew it shouldn’t be happening. The scent in his breath
was pheromones, plant pheromones. She’d studied everything in
nature and heard about such plants. The ones Kurt had been exposed
to while she was restrained and attacked.

 


Kurt held her shoulders firmly,
looking down at her tits, slightly bruised and reddened from where
the vines had crushed them. He breathed slowly, River finding
herself breathing in every scent his breath carried, the odor
carrying something much more powerful with it.

 


“They can’t breed with
you, River… but I can,” Kurt said, grinning.

 


Her lips curled up into a smile and
River leaned back against the tree. “Mmm… then hurry up and breed,
Kurt. Hurry up and show me what you got,” she said, licking her
lips.

 


In mere seconds, Kurt was slamming his
thick cock straight up inside River’s already slick pussy, fucking
her relentlessly, holding onto her hips no less powerfully than the
ivy had been. He stared at the bounce and jiggle of her tits, grit
his teeth and furiously set out to show her exactly what breeding
was really all about.

 


It was natural, human nature, and
River had always lusted after nature. Now it was in her nature to
fuck, to fuck over and over, and Kurt had the urge to never stop,
to use every ounce of strength years of team sports had built up
within him to dominate the girl, to use her no less than he’d seen
plants do just moments before.

 


“Ungh… ungh… fucking
nature, bitch…” Kurt growled.

 


“Oh, ohhh yesss, yes,
Kurt… yesss!” River screamed, kissing him, running her hands all
over his broad shoulders, giving into the passion, the pleasure,
the control within them both that felt so natural, so much a part
of them.

 


Plants survived based on the need to
propagate and by whatever reason, through whatever transference,
that need had been forced into River and Kurt. It controlled their
every action and neither was able to stop, endlessly grunting and
thrusting, repositioning themselves and going at it again and
again.

 


 


 


 


* * *

 


 



 Carmen and Evan

 


 


 


The door Carmen and her friend Evan
faced was massive, taller than both of them were they to stand on
each other’s shoulders, wider than two normal doors. The cold hard
steel face of it reminded them more of a vault than a regular room
door but whatever the case, this was the room they happened to face
when everyone else had quickly made their way down the
hall.

 


“Looks like a vault,” Evan
said, nudging Carmen, indicating for her to push on it as he lifted
the handle.

 


“Maybe it is, maybe this
is where that rich guy keeps his piles of gold coins he likes to
swim around in at night,” Carmen said, winking.

 


The two of them had been friends since
the playpen though in Evan’s eyes, Carmen was always more than a
friend. She was a girl and girls had their brambles he liked to
think. There were thorns when managing but once you really saw
through to the actual human inside, they could be pretty
cool.

 


Most guys in the senior class saw
girls as objects to acquire, a challenge to bed them down and have
some fun. Evan wasn’t ever going to argue he didn’t have the same
urges as any guy his age, but fortunately or unfortunately he knew
Carmen too much to try anything like that.

 


They knew each other, the good, the
bad, and occasionally the ugly truths of each other’s
personalities. One thing they still always managed to do was work
together, and a door the size of the one they faced required both
of them putting some effort into swinging it open.

 


“Ungh… damn, door is
heavier than it looks,” Evan said.

 


“And it looks heavy,”
Carmen said, finishing the thought.

 


Evan put his shoulder into it, feeling
the door give and begin to swing inward. When he glanced over
towards Carmen, he saw her suddenly lurch forward from the movement
of the massive steel door, just a big tumbling of red hair falling
into the darkness beyond.

 


“Carmen… shit, sorry about
that,” Evan said, letting go of the door and stepping over the
threshold.

 


“No problem, but check it
out… you won’t believe what’s in this room,” Carmen said, dusting
herself off and grabbing Evan by the wrist.

 


He glanced out into the hall, gave the
door a somewhat halfhearted push closed, and let Carmen excitedly
lead the way around a corner where the room opened out.

 


“Oh… now that isn’t what I
expected,” Evan said, staring at the three twenty foot tall walls
of monitors.

 


“Yeah, it’s a security
room I think, you know, like for the whole mansion,” Carmen
said.

 


“Neat,” Evan said,
stepping forward, the entire room only lit by the images on the
full color monitors.

 


There were dozens of them, monitors
showing the outside, the inside, room after endless room, hallway
after hallway. Evan had never seen so big a place, the height of
some of the cameras definitely high enough to give scale to the
parts of this place they showed.

 


“This is a serious system
too, totally automated, computer controlled, and the computer is
top of the line. We’re talking government tech here,” Carmen said,
pulling a chair out and sitting in it, running her hands along a
touch console there as Evan still looked up at the various
monitors.

 


“Is that…” Evan started to
say, pointing up at one of the distant monitors. He squinted his
eyes, actually putting a hand above it to better see. “Is that
Lorelei and Ryan?”

 


Carmen glanced up. “Probably, these
cameras seem to be in every room of the mansion.”

 


Evan stared, still squinting, looking
from monitor to monitor. On more than a few he could almost swear
he made out full frontal nudity, and in a few cases he was soon
staring at scenes his mind couldn’t even wrap around.

 


“Carmen, I think
somethings going on,” he said, pointing.

 


Carmen looked up from the touch pad
she’d been running her fingers across. “Hmm?”

 


“The others are… I mean
tell me I’m imagining things.”

 


Carmen thinned her own eyes, focusing
on one monitor image, then another, recognizing fellow classmates.
At the moment, more than a few were already giving new meaning to
the term classmates, emphasis on the mates.

 


“Is that a demon with
Quentin and Shannon?” Evan asked, actually feeling ridiculous as he
said it.

 


“Never mind that, what the
hell is happening to Beth?” Carmen asked, pointing as Evan looked
and saw the bizarre stuttering full color image of the dark haired
Beth moving her mouth as though swallowing something, her belly
literally swelling out even though nothing was there. Behind her,
Adam could be seen watching with sunglasses on.

 


“I think maybe this place
is weirder than we thought,” Evan said, swallowing hard as he
turned and looked at Carmen.

 


She was blushing, cheeks almost as red
as her long hair which she pushed aside. “Maybe I can find that
Grey guy, see where he is,” she said, punching her fingers across
several keys. “I might even be able to reverse trace these signals
and record it off site by setting up a backdoor access to the
school’s private internet. Something tells me we need evidence
about what we’re looking at.”

 


If anyone could do whatever it was
she’d just said, Evan thought, it was Carmen. She was the smartest
girl he knew, smarter than any guy he knew. They’d butted heads a
few times over the years over just how intelligent she was, and
honestly it was the one reason he’d never built up the nerve to try
for a closer relationship than friends. When she wanted to, Carmen
could outthink the best of them, which came off as easily the most
intimidating the more she had grown up, the more attractive she had
become.

 


“Just be careful, Carmen,”
Evan said. “If the guy has seriously weird shit like this in all
these rooms, he might have something set up to block any effort you
might have at outsmarting him.”

 


Carmen thinned her lips, nodded, and
began typing her fingers across the touch pad keyboard faster than
Evan could keep up. “Trust me, there isn’t anything I can’t hack if
I really want to and this…” she said, pointing up to the monitors,
one of which Evan now saw showed Carter pumping up his girlfriend
Bambi’s tits with some sort of little tubing shoved down her
throat. “This is some sick shit. We need to hack in and see just
what the deal is with this Grey guy.”

 


Evan nodded, holding onto the back of
Carmen’s chair, staring over her shoulder and trying not to let the
perverse things he had seen sway his attention to looking anywhere
but over her shoulder.

 


“Stupid firewall, not a
match for me though,” Carmen said, typing in several key
combinations Evan couldn’t even keep up with as he watched her
hands dance across the digital keypad. “Piece of cake, his system
really isn’t all that…” Carmen said, suddenly pausing as a loud
buzzing sounded above.

 


“Carmen, what is that…
what did you do?” Evan asked, looking up as a bright red rotating
light began flashing and the buzzing alert sound echoed throughout
the huge darkened room.

 


“Fuck… I think the system
caught me before I got through,” Carmen said, punching several
keys.

 


“What does that mean?”
Evan asked, looking down at her, again diverting his eyes from
staring at the way her chest heaved in and out with each adrenaline
pumped breath she took.

 


“It means…” she said,
shouting and then dropping down a few levels as the alert stopped
sounding. “It means that uh… we might need to leave… as in now,”
she said getting up.

 


As soon as they both turned towards
the heavy door Evan had pushed closed, the door seemed to swing
effortlessly closed the remainder of the way, large pistons
thumping into place, sealing the room shut. Behind them all the
individual monitors showing the various rooms, from bedrooms to
bathroom, from collection rooms to kitchen, all images went
dark.

 


“Shit…” Evan muttered
under his breath.

 


Carmen bit her lower lip, looking
around, slumping her shoulders as she realized they were
caught.

 


“Can you hack the door?”
Evan asked, looking at her.

 


“Maybe… yeah, might be
worth a try,” Carmen said, quickly turning and sitting back down in
the chair, tapping her fingers on the keyboard.

 


Evan again watched as the now blank
monitors all combined to show one huge image, the screen and her
commands filling the walls on either side of them. He had no idea
whether she could succeed but anything was better than waiting in
this room, knowing what was happening to their friends on all sides
of them.

 


“Uh… what’s that?” Evan
asked, glancing down at Carmen as she finished typing in some
keys.

 


She looked up at the massive
multi-screened display and frowned. “Er… I thought it was door
control, at least that’s the commands I entered to pull it
up.”

 


The entire image was pink, the text
bright white and darker pink. At the very center top of the screen,
letters towering several feet tall way up on the wall in front of
them, Evan read the words which only sounded more bizarre when
saying out loud.

 


“Brain Drain Security
Interface,” he said.

 


“Any thoughts?” Carmen
asked, sitting back in the chair.

 


“It came up when you typed
in door control right, maybe we can open the door using it
somehow?” Evan said, shrugging.

 


Carmen sighed. “I just don’t
understand the system like I thought I did. Lemme try something,”
she said, typing in a few numbers and symbols.

 


The screen above changed but now it
flashed a blank which seemed to ask for a name.

 


“Guess it needs a name to
access; did that Grey guy ever say his first name?” Evan
asked.

 


“No… but something tells
me this isn’t asking for his name.”

 


Evan looked at her, seeing a rather
concerned expression he’d rarely witnessed the always sure Carmen
have. “Why, what makes you think that?”

 


Carmen pointed and Evan turned looking
behind him where the massive computer image wrapped around to the
monitors on the side of the room. He frowned and understood exactly
why Carmen was so unnerved. There was a photo image, an image that
must have been captured just moments ago, because the image was of
Carmen.

 


He sighed and then looked down at her.
“Hey, at least it looks better than your drivers license
photo.”

 


Of all the times to crack a smile,
Carmen had to admit she didn’t feel that one coming, but it was
true. As frightening as the fact her face was plastered up on
several monitors larger than life was, it did take better pictures
than the DMV.

 


“So what do we do?” Evan
asked moments later. “I mean maybe if we type in your name you can
access the door.”

 


“And maybe it’s just a
trap,” Carmen responded. “Think about it, this whole system is more
elaborate than most government systems I’ve ever read about. You
really think it’s just going to let us unlock the door by
identifying myself to it?”

 


Evan turned, looked around the room,
then stepped beside where Carmen sat, looking at her. “Is there any
other option you can think of to try?”

 


She pressed a hand to her head,
running fingers through thick red hair, sighing and seeming to dart
her eyes all around the room. “Ultimately…” she said, “no, I guess
the only other option is we wait, and who knows if that guy will
even unlock the door for us. You saw what he was doing or what was
happening in his rooms here to the others. We’re in the middle of
nowhere, storm blowing outside, and something tells me that guy
really does have a thing for control. I doubt he’s quick to come to
our rescue for snooping in his security system.”

 


“Might as well see what
happens,” Evan said, pointing to the touchpad keyboard.

 


Carmen cracked her knuckles and
pressed her slender fingers to the keys, typing in her name, then
looking at Evan before pressing enter.

 


“Welcome to the Brain
Drain Security Interface,” she read, looking up at the screen.
“Door Access has been released to subject Carmen.”

 


Evan grabbed her on the shoulder,
shaking it and smiling. “Way to go, brainy, you did it, now open up
the door and let’s get the hell out of here.”

 


“Wait…” Carmen said.
“Something isn’t right. Look at what it has below that welcome
greeting.”

 


Evan looked back up at the wall of
monitors, studying the various icons beneath the words she had just
read. There were several on either side with slide bars in between
them, and at the bottom some words which really didn’t make much
sense.

 


“Purchase?” Evan said,
studying the screen.

 


Carmen nodded, looking back at him.
“If I’m reading this right, it says we purchase our exit, meaning
purchase the door unlocking, purchase the security system
resetting, and purchase the erasing of our images from ever being
in this room.”

 


“That’s weird… but, well,”
Evan said, digging in his back pocket. “I do have my dad’s credit
card. He said I could use it at the museum for lunch
today.”

 


Carmen looked back at the enormous
image displayed on the walls of the darkened room. “I really don’t
think this thing takes credit, Evan.”

 


“What does it take?” he
asked, not even thinking.

 


“Apparently… me,” Carmen
said, shifting in her seat and putting a hand against her forehead,
wiping away some perspiration.

 


“Huh?” Evan asked, but
looked up to the icons and slide bars once again. He squinted a
bit, the type somewhat distorted from the angle he was looking up
at. Then he stepped back and saw what Carmen was talking
about.

 


“You gotta be kidding,” he
almost whispered.

 


Carmen actually laughed, then spun
around in her chair. “In a place like this, with what we saw on
those monitors, you really think it might just be a joke? Cause
trust me, Evan, I wish it was.”

 


Evan looked at her, tried not to look
at her as an attractive teenager, a girl he’d secretly crushed over
for years, and tried to not let what he read on that screen put
images in his mind of Carmen as anything but his friend.

 


“What can we do then, just
wait?” Evan asked.

 


“There are three slide
bars, maybe if we try the one to unlock the door, we can just get
out and go from there. The ones for resetting the security system
and erasing our images from ever being here could wait.”

 


Evan looked up at the monitors again,
reading the bizarre icons subtext and looking at the slide bars and
words beneath them. “I don’t know… I mean, you realize if there’s
any truth to what it is saying it costs, you might not be thinking
so clearly when the door is unlocked.”

 


Carmen slammed her fists down on the
console where the touchpad keyboard was. She stood up and paced
back and forth, shaking almost angrily. “Dammit, Evan, I know what
it says… I know the fucking cost apparently, and given what we saw,
even if only glimpses, I can’t help but think it actually might
somehow be possible. But if we’re trapped here, what harm does it
really do to try? We’re not in control unless we make a choice
right?”

 


Evan nodded, again trying not to look
at Carmen and think about the price she was talking about paying,
but more importantly trying to not think about what that price
might mean she did in a locked room with only him
around.

 


“Okay… okay, fine, we can
try, but just the door unlock. The others seem too much for you to
even think about.”

 


Carmen nodded, bit her lower lip
nervously, then returned to the chair. “Okay, so… according to the
slide bar for unlocking the door, the more I slide the bar over
from locked to unlocked, the more… geez… the more aroused I
become.”

 


“That’s what it says,”
Evan said, clenching his fist just to remind himself this wasn’t a
joking matter.

 


“The price of unlocking
the door,” Carmen read, “is unlocking your passions, your desires,
unleashing every limit and inhibition.”

 


“It sounds a bit extreme,”
Evan said.

 


“It sounds a bit crazy if
you ask me,” Carmen said, “but we can’t keep talking about it, not
if we’re going to try it.”

 


Evan simply watched and nodded as
Carmen turned and put her hand on the little track pad near the
digital touch keyboard. As she began to move her finger, he watched
the bar up above begin to slide. The bar changed slowly from gray
to red as she slid her finger across and nearly halfway across Evan
heard her squeak out a moan like he’d never imagined hearing from
Carmen’s lips.

 


“Ooooh, fuck,” Carmen
gasped, feeling the sensations inside, feeling the heat build
within her core, within her already spasming internal
muscles.

 


“Carmen, we… we have to
unlock it right?” Evan asked, pointing at the huge screen showing
the bar only halfway slid towards unlocked.

 


“Unhh…unhhhh, fuck, I
know…” Carmen said, pushing her finger firmer into the track pad,
trembling all over as she watched that slide bar grow more and more
red, feeling the heat within her, shaking her head and sending her
wild red mane settling right into her sultry eyes.

 


Evan watched, staring more at Carmen
than the screen above. He stared at the way she was stiffening up
some, the way her hands were shaking, the way her cheeks were
flushing. Mostly he couldn’t tear his eyes away from the simple
subtle way her nipples grew harder and firmer, pushing out against
her shirt.

 


“Unhhh fuck,” Carmen said
nearly in perfect time with the sudden loud hiss of the pistons
within that thick steel door.

 


“You did it, Carmen, you
did it,” Evan said, slapping a hand down on her shoulder and
shaking it as he felt some relief at their situation for the first
time since the alarm had gone off.

 


Suddenly Carmen reached up and grabbed
his hand, Evan looking down at her. “I didn’t do it… Evan… not yet,
unhhh… fuck, but I’m not leaving this console until you do…” She
trailed off, pulling his hand to her lips, kissing it, licking his
fingers and staring up into his eyes.

 


“Um… do what, Carmen?” he
asked, nervously.

 


She flicked her tongue out and lightly
tickled between his fingers, then shook her hair back from her eyes
staring at him. “Do me, Evan… and you better fucking do me like you
mean it. Unhhh… fuck sooo damn hot… so hot. Please, hurry, Evan,
just hurry up and fuck me!”

 


Evan couldn’t look away, not as Carmen
licked his fingers, not as she pulled those fingers down to her
chest, and especially not as she forced him to cop a feel of her
amazing tits, so much softer than he could have expected, so warm
and perfect.

 


“I… but… we can leave
now,” Evan muttered.

 


Carmen looked at the unlocked door
then looked at Evan, slowly standing up and facing him. “I’m not
leaving this console unless you stick your cock inside me, Evan.
I’m not budging until you send your thick creamy load spurting up
inside my hot little cunt.”

 


Evan felt his heart beating nearly as
fast as he felt Carmen’s through her chest. She pulled his hand
down between her tits, reaching up and tugging her shirt lower,
forcing her creamy white tits up and out so he could better soak in
their soft perfection. “But… but I…” Evan said, trying to reason
this out, trying to keep calm and not give in to base
desires.

 


“Butt can wait, Evan, you
get your fucking cock up my cunt and we can butt fuck later,”
Carmen said, grinning, none of the focus there she had earlier, all
of her desires apparently so amped up she couldn’t think
straight.

 


As Evan stared right at her, hardly
even noticing how he currently felt her up all by himself, barely
even conscious that he was slowly undoing his belt, he watched. He
watched as Carmen leaned back on the console. He watched as she
reached down beneath her skirt and slid her panties down, kicking
them off over her shoes. He watched as she scooted back and spread
her legs.

 


“Do me, Evan, stick your
fat dick up inside me and just fucking pump. Mmm… pump until you
can’t pump anymore, Evan,” Carmen said, gasping.

 


Evan couldn’t have resisted if he
wanted to and by the time her panties were off he no longer wanted
to, not even in the rational part of his mind telling him this was
not Carmen’s normal behavior. He looked down, found himself already
holding his cock in hand, stroking it as he moved forward. All he
could do was grunt and grin as he pushed himself inside his best
friend, shoved his thick cock straight up inside her dripping hot
little pussy.

 


“Unhhh… yes, Evan, oh fuck
yesssss, pound me with it, just fucking hump my damn brains out!”
Carmen gasped, leaning back, crying out, orgasming near instantly
in one continuous string of spasms deep within her womb.

 


“Oh damn, oh fuck,
Carmen,” Evan grunted. “This is so good, soooo good,” he gasped,
breathing heavier, pumping faster, staring at the way her tits
bounced and shimmied from side to side, the way her long red hair
jumped in time with his thrusts.

 


“Mmm… yes, oh fuck yes, do
me, Evan, do me like a slut, like your slut, mmm… make me your
little fucking whore,” Carmen cried out, degrading herself, getting
off on every dirty thing she’d never dared think of before, much
less act on.

 


“Ungh, oh fuck, Carmen, I
can’t keep up this pace,” Evan shouted.

 


“Do it, Evan,” Carmen
said, grinning, “do it, fuck that juicy cum inside me… then I’ll
suck you hard and you can do it again. Mmm… never stop fucking me,
just fuck me sooooo stupid!”

 


Evan lost it, never had a chance to
restrain himself, lunging forward into her and reaching up to grab
her tits as he came, as he shot load after spastic load up inside
her, just as she had demanded.

 


Moments later reality settled into
Evan’s mind, but Carmen it seemed was still lost to the arousal, a
never ending arousal which once unlocked could not be contained.
She was on her knees, sucking Evan off, sucking his thick spent
cock until it began to respond, began to thicken. This time though,
as she stood up, she licked her lips and had a new demand for Evan,
a new request he somehow knew he couldn’t deny her.

 


“You want more of this…
mmm… more of all this tight little body, Evan?”

 


Evan nodded, grinning rather
sheepishly.

 


“All you have to do is
slide that little bar over, purchase the security reset and you can
have this body again. You can stuff your dick inside me and pump
away like I’m a cheap little whore, your little whore, Evan. Mmm…
don’t you want me as your little cum stuffed whore?”

 


Evan looked up at the huge
multi-monitored screen. He furrowed his brow in the best
concentration his brain could manage given that Carmen currently
stood there jacking his cock harder and harder by the second. “But…
your… it will make them,” he said.

 


Carmen grinned, licking her lips.
“Don’t you want that, Evan? Doesn’t every guy want a horny little
bitch with big tits?”

 


Evan stared at the screen, the
purchase instructions fairly clear. In resetting the security
system, as the bar slides over from one end to the other, Carmen’s
tits will swell. He wasn’t even sure how much they would grow, but
already he knew there was no questioning they would indeed
grow.

 


“Do it,” Evan, “do it and
fuck me, fuck me like you want to, treat me like a fucking cum
container, just a fleshy receptacle for your seed.” Carmen moaned,
reaching up to massage her tits, pushing one up and pressing it
against her chin.

 


“Fuck… okay,” Evan said,
leaning over the console and pressing his fingers to the track pad
where she’d been sliding the first slide bar.

 


“Ohhh… mmmm yessss,”
Carmen moaned, near instantly feeling the tingles as Evan slid his
fingers on the console.

 


He looked over at her, eyes widening,
cock if possible growing even more painfully hard at what he was
witnessing, what he actually was doing to the girl he now lusted
over like never before.

 


“Unhhh… fuck,” Carmen
moaned, her tits actually plumping up within her grasping fondling
fingers. She moaned and leaned back against the console near where
Evan pressed his fingers. She closed her eyes and squeezed at the
expanding flesh, her tits soon double their natural size, then
triple, then approaching watermelon proportions as she felt the
weight and heft of them pulling her down.

 


“Oh fuck, Carmen,” Evan
almost whispered, watching her slump back, seeing her grab a nipple
that was nearly as thick as his pinky and pulling it to her lips,
sucking on it, moaning, crying out as she orgasmed just from the
feelings running through her chest.

 


“Mmm… yesssss, Evan,”
Carmen said. “Fuck Carmen… fuck Carmen sooooo hard,” she moaned,
falling back, bent at the waist, tits spreading so far to either
side they pinned her arms down.

 


Evan barely had noticed the Security
Rest Confirmation message above. He took his shaky fingers from the
slide bar and placed them on the side of Carmen’s right boob, a
fleshy soft tit fatter than a pumpkin and springy and bouncy as he
groped somewhat madly at it.

 


Barely speaking, Evan grabbed his cock
and shoved it back inside Carmen’s sloppy little pussy. He stared
at her tits the entire time, watching the freakish girth of them
flow and sway like water, seeing the way they rippled as he
fucked.

 


“Oh… ohhhh yes, yesss,
Evan, yesss, fuck your fat titted freak, fuck me like a fucking
whore!” Carmen shouted, wiggling, tossing her head from side to
side, long red hair thrashing about in uncontrolled
pleasure.

 


As thick creamy cum once again surged
forth within her, Carmen didn’t even need to make a further demand
to Evan as he looked over at the controls, then up at the
screen.

 


“You sure about this?” he
asked, already knowing her response, having accepted it himself, no
matter what it meant for her future.

 


“Mmm… yessss, Evan,
fucking do it… erase us from the system… fuck my brains out
permanently!” Carmen moaned, her lust for sex never ending, her
arousal overwhelming the intelligence she now wished to get rid
of.

 


Evan stared at the purchase
information. Purchasing the complete erasure of all images and
evidence you were ever here requires erasing your intelligence,
Evan read. Carmen was always the smartest girl around, but now he
only thought of her as an object, like so many other guys his age.
Carmen had become that sex object, that literal fuck toy, his
toy.

 


Could he actually do this one last
thing and make her a bimbo as well?

 


“Mmm… come on, stud,”
Carmen said, wiggling her hips, making Evan’s cock twitch with
renewed hardness within her. “Who needs a brain when I have these
fucking tits?”

 


Evan gave in to the logic, no matter
how uncharacteristically flawed it now was coming from Carmen. She
was already a freakish ever-horny slut. He might as well go the
full distance, take her all the way into brainless bimbo, and enjoy
the ride there.

 


Reaching over, he slid his fingers
quickly, watching the intelligence drain from her eyes, seeing the
vacuous look which soon replaced the once smart thoughts always
present in her mind. He listened to her moans and gasps turn to
giggles and saw the way she turned from brainy to bimbo in
ten-seconds flat.

 


“Mmm… like wow,” Carmen
moaned. “Tha was neat,” she said.

 


Evan grabbed her by the thighs,
pulling her legs wider and giving a quick thrust inside her. “Ready
to be fucked again, Carmen?”

 


Carmen nodded, giggling. “Mmhmm…
Cammie ready,” she said.

 


Evan rolled his eyes, almost having to
laugh. “It’s Carmen… your name is Carmen,” he said, slapping his
dick deep inside her, watching the hypnotic way her enormous tits
swayed and rocked from side to side.

 


“Oh…ohhhh, mmmmm like
whatever you wanna call me… mmmm!”

 


Evan thought back to what they’d each
seen on the individual security monitors. He thought back to what
so many of their friends were probably doing, and then he realized
maybe they ended up just the way they were always intended to end
up. Maybe the rooms were fate and they had fallen into that fate
quite willingly, no chance at escape.

 


The door was unlocked, he thought, and
they could just walk out. He grunted, feeling more thick splashes
of cum injecting deep within Carmen’s semen stuffed belly. How
could he give this up to leave though, even for the length of time
it took to walk out the door?

 


Looking up at the enormous screen,
Evan had to laugh. He read the words to himself, Carmen moaning in
yet another of her endless orgasms.

 


“Thank you for complying
with the Brain Drain Security Interface, please enjoy your day,” he
read.

 


Reaching out and slapping a palm on
one of Carmen’s huge tits, Evan laughed. “I think I’ll enjoy my day
a lot, thanks to Brain Drain.”

 


 


 


 


 


* * *

 



MaryJane and
Cory




 


 


“So you think there might
be anything beyond that door we shouldn’t see?” MaryJane asked,
twirling a strand of long dark curly hair, her head a veritable
mop, thick but not unattractive.

 


“You afraid of discovering
his dirty laundry room?” Cory asked, jiggling the old door knob,
having to open this door outward into a small offset hall from the
main one.

 


MaryJane poked him, laughing. “No, I
meant something dangerous.”

 


Cory gave the door a heavy pull, the
old wood sticking a bit, likely expanded from the moist conditions
and weather outside. He looked at MaryJane and winked. “Hey, dirty
laundry could be pretty dangerous. It all depends on the
stain.”

 


MaryJane poked him again, her pokes a
constant trait of hers which seldom got annoying if only because
she was a touchy feely type of girl and what high school boy ever
complained about that?

 


They each looked at the open door, the
space beyond a bit dim but luckily the windows were uncovered and
exterior lights had come on illuminating the large columns just
outside those windows. This gave a strange shadowed look to most of
the room, several dark shapes positioned all over the space, almost
like teepees or tents of some kind.

 


“What are they?” MaryJane
asked, actually pressing in close to Cory’s shoulder and holding
his arm as they entered.

 


He stopped and looked at her with a
joking sneer. “Do you think I’ve been here before? You keep asking
me… I have no idea is about the answer to anything you can ask
about this place.”

 


Again MaryJane poked him as she leaned
her head against his, huddled together as they walked toward a wall
with the promise of light switches on it. “I’m just deferring to
the big strong man around,” MaryJane said.

 


“Thanks, I’ll take that as
a compliment,” Cory said, reaching up and flipping not one but a
row of light switches up.

 


“I was kidding,” MaryJane
quickly said. “Don’t let it go to your head.”

 


As the lighting came up, the space was
revealed, a wide room as so many in this mansion were, but this
space was filled with various covered tripods, although both
students could tell they weren’t just tripods.

 


“They’re easels,” Cory
said.

 


“Mr. Hill would faint if
he could see this room,” MaryJane said.

 


Cory looked at her. “That’s right, you
took art last year with Mr. Hill didn’t you?”

 


She nodded and walked over to one of
the nearest covered easels. “Sure did, art is fun. There’s no way
to get a bad grade and you get to spend your day being
creative.”

 


“Never went in for it
myself, couldn’t color within the lines,” Cory said, checking out a
few wire shelves with paint buckets on them.

 


“Cory, in real art you
don’t need to stay within the lines,” MaryJane commented, lifting
the sheet off the easel and staring at the blank canvas. “It’s more
about expression, having fun with the paint or whatever you’re
using.”

 


Cory had always been a pretty ordinary
kid, not too sporty, not too artistic, just a normal kid in normal
classes. As much as he appreciated differences, and knew MaryJane
had a number of quirky qualities, he wasn’t too interested in a
lecture on the intricacies of art at the moment.

 


“You think any of this
stuff is valuable or rare or something?”

 


MaryJane ran her finger through some
brushes in a large metal cylinder. She looked over at the blank
canvas, the easel fairly modern looking but unusually clean and
free from any leftover paint spots. “Not really, it’s not like
there are any finished paintings around here. The place just looks
like a studio for working on them. Why do you ask that?”

 


Cory joined her at the small table
next to the easel she’d uncovered, picking up one of the brushes
and staring at it. “I just was thinking about what he said. The guy
claimed every room hid something that we shouldn’t mess with, went
on about things controlling us. You’d think the guy was trying to
scare us or something. I thought he had to be hiding something
valuable or rare up here.”

 


MaryJane shrugged, flipping back her
curly hair and reaching out to once again poke Cory as she smiled.
“Maybe he was just talking about creative control when he thought
of this room.”

 


“Creative control, so like
the thing I don’t have coloring outside the lines?” Cory
laughed.

 


“Exactly, which makes an
art studio a dangerous place for you, huh?” MaryJane joined him
laughing.

 


“Guess it’s about as
dangerous as Lorelei was in Driver’s Ed two years ago. She couldn’t
stay within the cones and Mr. Pierce couldn’t apparently keep his
eyes on the road with Lorelei behind the wheel.”

 


MaryJane nodded. “Now that… was
dangerous.”

 


Cory peeked into the little tray at
the bottom of the easel, then looked up at the blank canvas. “Check
it out, paint,” he said pointing to the various cups. Dipping a
finger in one, he brought it back up and brushed it on the canvas.
“Hasn’t dried up either, care to show me your artistic side,
MaryJane?”

 


She shook her head, heavy mane of
curly hair animated as she again poked Cory and looked around as
though making sure no one was watching. “Stop it, Cory, the guy’s
gonna know we were up here if we mess with his stuff.”

 


Cory looked around the room, five or
six separate easels beyond the one they stood at. “You really think
he’ll care? He’s one guy and apparently has this many easels set
up. I think he can deal with us making a little art of our own.
Hell… our luck or his luck, he’ll probably sell it after we leave
for a million dollars.”

 


MaryJane grinned, always easy to
entertain, one of the most easily swayed girls in the senior class
when it came to letting someone else do the thinking. Cory realized
it was probably why he paired up with her, seeing the easiest
opportunity to be the one making decisions about whatever they saw
or found in the room they chose. But then who wouldn’t pair up with
a cute, artistic, overly feely girl alone in a dark
mansion?

 


“Come on, show me your
skills, paint a picture of me,” Cory said, handing her the brush he
held.

 


MaryJane gave him a double poke,
laughing. “Sheesh, okay, here, this is you,” she said, grabbing the
brush, dipping it in some paint and then slapping the brush to the
canvas.

 


In barely a few seconds she’d
scribbled a little stick figure on the center of the canvas, the
figure crude but not too bad considering she was clearly just
messing around.

 


Cory stood back, made a little pose
holding one hand out, his thumb up, his other hand stroking at his
chin. “Ah… I can see the inherent impressionistic persona behind
your work here, MaryJane,” he said, instantly cracking up and
laughing.

 


“So you have met Mr. Hill,
huh?” she asked, grinning.

 


“The guy is good at making
up BS about art, heard him in the lunchroom one day talking to
another teacher,” Cory said.

 


MaryJane nodded, then looked at the
canvas, blank except for her stick figure Cory standing in the
center of it. “So no real critique then?” she asked.

 


Cory grinned and took the brush back
from her. “You mind if I paint you then, since you seemed so
inspired to rush the painting of me?”

 


MaryJane looked at the three foot by
four foot canvas. “I don’t know, think you can keep the paint on
the canvas?”

 


Cory poked her this time, gently
pushing her out of the way. “Watch and see, MaryJane, I can be
creative too. In fact, I think your painting needs a little
background.”

 


“Ooh, using real terms
now, are we?” MaryJane said, folding her arms and
watching.

 


“Background, foreground, I
know some terms,” Cory said, dipping the brush in some paint, not
seeming to worry about colors, just holding it up and looking
around the room.

 


“There, okay, next to
those shelves over there,” he said, dabbing the brush across the
canvas, giving the rough impression of those shelves behind the
stick figure of him MaryJane had painted. “Now see, I’m not just
standing in the middle of nowhere, I’m over by those
shelves.”

 


“I still don’t see me
anywhere,” MaryJane said. “What am I doing?”

 


Cory looked at her, then smiled. “You
won’t criticize my art?”

 


“Just what are you
thinking, Cory?” MaryJane said, noticing the little hint of
mischief in his eyes.

 


“There are no limits in
art right, it’s all subjective?” he asked.

 


“Sure… but…”

 


“Then here you are,
MaryJane,” Cory said, glancing at her then dipping the brush in
more paint and quickly swishing it across the canvas right in front
of the already painted stick figure of himself. He scribbled a bit,
gave more the impression of where her hands were, her curly mop of
hair easy to distinguish and finally stopped and stepped back,
putting the brush down.

 


“Hey!” MaryJane said,
poking him hard in the shoulder.

 


“What?” Cory asked,
folding his arms and grinning.

 


“Just what am I supposed
to be doing there?”

 


Cory laughed and looked at the image
on the canvas, him standing by the shelves, MaryJane on her knees
in front of him with one hand up near her face and her curly dark
hair tilted back.

 


“Maybe you’re just bowing
to my creative superiority,” he made up.

 


MaryJane poked him again. “It looks
like I’m giving you a blow job, Cory.”

 


Cory made a mock surprise face. “I’m
shocked… but sure, if you really wanted to congratulate me on my
painting skills, that certainly would do it.”

 


MaryJane stared at the painting,
actually seeming to study it more than before. “It’s… strange,” she
said, voice having dropped from the chipper joking tone down to a
softer and almost monotone of words.

 


“What?” Cory asked,
watching her walk over towards the shelves he had painted. “Oh come
on, MaryJane, you aren’t upset are you? They’re just stick figures
and I was messing around.”

 


MaryJane said nothing, only walking to
the spot their stick figures stood and turning around, briefly
looking back at Cory. Her eyes were oddly blank, her pupils tiny,
everything about her behavior quite suddenly concerning as Cory
realized this wasn’t just a case of her being upset or bothered by
his painting attempt.

 


“Um… MaryJane, what’s
going on?” Cory asked, watching as she looked towards the floor and
then slowly eased herself down to her knees.

 


MaryJane opened her mouth but didn’t
say a word, just held a hand up by it and motioned for
Cory.

 


“Uh… okay, funny, but come
on, MaryJane,” Cory said, approaching her. “Maybe we should stop
messing around and see what else is in this room.”

 


As soon as Cory stood close enough,
MaryJane reached out and grabbed his leg, pulling him forward. She
then very quickly grabbed at his belt and unbuckled it, unbuttoning
and tugging at the zipper on his jeans.

 


“Hey, what the fuck,
MaryJane… come on, funny joke but this is kinda weird,” Cory
said.

 


MaryJane never changed expression,
mouth open into a nice O shape, her one hand by her side, the other
yanking his zipper the rest of the way down and reaching inside his
jeans.

 


As soon as her fingers touched his
cock, the room seemed to spin, everything but MaryJane, himself,
and that shelving nearby fading away, blurring out into white as
Cory looked down at MaryJane.

 


“MaryJane,” he said, voice
taking on the same monotone as hers had, eyes widening but pupils
thinning. “Suck it.”

 


And with that, Cory reached down, gave
his cock a firm stroke and then stabbed it forward all the way down
her throat in one sudden lunge.

 


“Ungh… ungh… ungh…” he
grunted, even his grunts rather monotone. He was stiff in his
movements, standing as still as he could but thrusting his hips
forward, holding the sides of MaryJane’s head as he fucked her
face, forced her into the deepest blow job he could.

 


“Mmmphh, mmm…” MaryJane
moaned, barely breathing, making little gagging sounds each time
Cory filled her throat with his dick.

 


Over and over, minute after minute,
Cory skull fucked MaryJane, pounding her face so hard she swayed in
position, always keeping her knees in the same spot, always
maintaining the position her stick figure had been painted into on
that canvas back with the easel.

 


“Ungh… ungh…” Cory
grunted, feeling the inevitable, gritting his teeth a bit harder,
staring at her with eyes that slowly had dilated the entire time he
was fucking forward.

 


MaryJane as well had bigger pupils
now, her eyes wide, surprise seeming to fill her face nearly as
much as Cory’s thick driving erection.

 


Suddenly Cory shook a little, punching
his dick past her tonsils and down her throat. He closed his eyes
and grunted, speaking for the first time since the beginning of
this spontaneous blow job.

 


“Ungh… fuck… I never could
stay within the lines,” he said, pulling out his already spasming
cock, spraying thick spatters of white all across MaryJane’s cheeks
and up into her curly dark hair.

 


“Oh… ohhhh fuck,” MaryJane
said, breathing heavily. She reached up and rubbed some of the
thick sticky sperm out of her eyes, blinking as she tasted it on
her tongue, then looked up meeting a similar shocked expression
from Cory.

 


“What… what did we do?”
she asked, at a total loss for what had happened after Cory
finished his stick figure painting of her.

 


“I… I don’t know…” Cory
said, but suddenly stiffened up, his eyes meeting hers.

 


Each of them could see the dilated
pupils suddenly growing thin, going from wide to pinpoints in
barely a few seconds. Cory grinned suddenly, looked down at
MaryJane and grabbed hold of his cock which once again seemed
harder than ever. “I’m never going to stop doing it…” he said with
the strange monotone of before.

 


“Mmm… yessss,” MaryJane
hissed just before her mouth formed an O shape and Cory thrust his
full length right back down her throat.

 


Neither could possibly know how long
this cycle would repeat, how long they would forever live out the
actions seen in that simple little scribble of a painting. The rest
of the world ceased to exist for them, only the shelving nearby as
a background to their continuous thrusts and blow jobs.

 


They were controlled by their
creativity, an influence they were helpless to resist, one they
only would see brief glimpses of recognizing in those mere seconds
after climax. The studio may have offered plenty of blank canvases
but clearly what Cory most found himself painting, was MaryJane’s
cute little face.

 


 


 


 


* * *

 


 



Bree and Gavin




 


 


The hallway on the second floor of
Grey Manor wound around in a slow arching curve, and it was just
around the furthest point in that curve that Bree and Gavin found
themselves pushing open two ornate leaded glass doors, the entrance
quite grand to the room they had been left with after everyone else
chose the doors they would explore.

 


“It’s… a library,” Gavin
said, actually finding himself whispering out of sheer
habit.

 


“This place is creepy as
hell,” Bree said, smacking her gum nervously, jumping a little as
some thunder rumbled outside, the sound rolling across the entire
ceiling of the massive room like tremendous boulders crashing into
one another.

 


“It’s… it’s just the storm
I guess,” Gavin said, still keeping his voice soft, staying close
to Bree even though the girl was maybe half his size.

 


“You ever visit the
library in school?” Bree asked, seeming to be trying the approach
of talking so the creepy dark library didn’t unnerve the two
anymore than it already had.

 


“Yeah, all the time,
haven’t you?” Gavin asked.

 


Truthfully he didn’t know much about
Bree at all, the rather spunky looking dirty blonde having
transferred to their school late last year. Gavin was a good
student, a bookworm of sorts, though not in the literal sense. He
spent most his own time nose down towards a tablet or laptop. There
was something about the smell of old books, the feel of being
surrounded by endless stacks of text rising from floor to ceiling
that reminded him of scary movies, old black and white mysteries
which seemed to definitely fit this place, and the storm
outside.

 


“I made out in a library
once,” Bree said, catching Gavin totally by surprise.

 


“Oh,” he said, unsure how
he really should respond to such a strange admittance.

 


“Yeah, guy wasn’t all that
cute but who likes sitting in a quiet dark room doing nothing but
studying?” Bree said, popping a bubble and looking
around.

 


Gavin didn’t dare say that he actually
found such a thing relaxing, calming to his nerves, and Gavin
always had been a nervous kid. Anxiety, his mother had called it,
ran in the family. All Gavin knew was that he never even wanted to
go off and do this little exploration. Peer pressure was the
ultimate win for why he was here and somehow he’d ended up with
Bree.

 


At least she seemed nice, he thought,
imagining how stressed some of the more uptight or high maintenance
girls would have been in a creepy old library with a storm rumbling
outside.

 


“So, that was at your old
school?” Gavin asked, keeping the conversation alive only to calm
himself as they huddled a bit close, making their way through some
towering shelves toward a brighter area opposite the doors they had
entered through.

 


“Yeah, haven’t had any fun
at our school library yet. It’s kinda small you know, not enough
places to sneak off to,” Bree said.

 


Gavin just nodded, glancing over at
the girl who seemed mildly creeped out to his own overly tense. She
was cute, he thought, twin ponytails or was it pigtails he found
himself questioning as he did everything possible to just keep his
mind on other things besides the creepy mansion they were exploring
alone.

 


“This place is a lot
bigger,” Gavin said, looking up at the books on shelves he couldn’t
hope to reach without a twenty foot ladder. The ceiling was
incredibly ornate and flashes of lightning beyond the curtained
windows occasionally revealed painted murals covering much of the
coffered ceiling.

 


“Don’t get any ideas,”
Bree said, and Gavin turned to look at her completely confused as
to what she was even talking about.

 


“I’m not making out with
you,” Bree said after seeing Gavin’s expression.

 


He blushed and shook his head. “Not a
problem, this place is too creepy to even think about
that.”

 


For a second he almost got the
impression Bree was disappointed. Maybe she liked guys trying, even
if they couldn’t get anywhere. Some girls seemed to enjoy the
pursuit even if they didn’t want to be caught, he realized. All he
knew was the library was creepier and creepier the further into it
they went, the brightened space turning out to be an open skylight
where light shined down on a marble floor with carved designs
etched into its surface.

 


“Cool, always liked these
old iron spiral staircases,” Bree said, pulling away from Gavin and
walking over beneath the skylight to the bottom of the staircase
she’d spotted.

 


Lightning streaked across the sky
above, thunder almost immediately clapping with explosive force.
Gavin jumped and so did Bree, grabbing the nearby staircase railing
and ducking a little.

 


The sound of creaking filled the room
as it seemed the entire library swayed a little bit under the
reverberations from the storm. “You think this place is haunted?”
Bree asked, again completely catching Gavin by surprise as he
frowned.

 


“I… hope not,” he
whispered, unable to pull his voice above the library hush he’d
been stuck with upon pushing the doors open.

 


Bree seemed nervous but more the
curious nervous and her curiosity was beginning to kill Gavin. “I
think it is, I mean look at it. It’s super old and stuff. Aren’t
old libraries always haunted?”

 


Gavin gulped and looked around,
feeling as though somehow his bizarre day had led to him being in
an old mystery cartoon. All he needed was a nervous dog with him
and a van to ride around in and he’d be complete. “I don’t really
know if it um… matters,” he managed to say, approaching the
staircase where Bree stood. “I just think we’re supposed to be
looking around, seeing what this guy has.”

 


Bree looked up, wrinkled her little
nose and smiled. “He’s got a lot of books.”

 


Gavin managed to smile back, though
still this was an unnerving place. “Yeah… he does have
that.”

 


“Come on… let’s see what’s
up here,” Bree said, grabbing Gavin’s hand and tugging at it as she
started to climb the spiral staircase.

 


“I… I don’t know, I mean…”
Gavin mumbled, letting the girl lead him. He tried focusing on the
warmth of her hand, the fact he was with a girl which somehow
comforted his fears, though oddly brought up all new anxieties.
Anything was better than being alone in the place though, so what
choice did he have but to follow her lead?

 


“Cool, secret book vault,”
Bree said, reaching the top.

 


Looking around, definitely not looking
down as he’d always had a fear of heights, Gavin took a step
forward off the platform at the top of the stairs and into what
really did look like a little secret niche, an alcove up near the
coffered ceiling, those murals seeming creepier now that he could
see them up close.

 


“The books look pretty
old,” he said, looking at the shelves, Bree already reaching for
one.

 


“Yeah, check it out,
they’re in some strange language too,” she said, holding the book
she’d removed open for Gavin to see.

 


“It’s Latin,” he said,
“dead language.”

 


As soon as he said the word dead,
thunder cracked and the entire staircase behind them shook,
rattling more than just his nerves as he ducked down, nearly
smacking his head right into Bree’s chest.

 


“Easy there, big guy,”
Bree said, “You’re either the most nervous boy I’ve ever been alone
with or you’re the worst at trying a move.”

 


Gavin caught his breath, hardly even
aware he’d been holding it, looked around, then stared at Bree,
blushing. “No… I, wasn’t trying anything,” he said.

 


“Too bad,” Bree said,
looking back at the book.

 


“Huh?”

 


“I said that’s good,” Bree
repeated, Gavin having been sure he heard her say something
else.

 


“So this book is from a
dead language, huh?” she asked, running her fingers over some of
the words.

 


“It’s just what they call
languages like Latin,” Gavin said. “They aren’t used anymore so…
dead,” he added, ducking a little as though anticipating another
crack of thunder.

 


“Makes me horny,” Bree
said, rubbing her finger across the page and licking her
lips.

 


“Huh?” Gavin muttered,
staring at her.

 


“I said it seems corny,
geez Gavin, did the thunder hurt your hearing?”

 


Gavin stared at her, blinking a bit,
trying to tell whether she was messing with him. “I… I guess maybe
it did.”

 


She put the book down and looked at
another one. “They’re all in Latin, guess that means we won’t find
much interesting to tell the others about, unless you know any of
our class into dead languages.”

 


Gavin shook his head. “Not off the top
of my head.”

 


Bree looked at him, one of her hands
coming up and idly pulling at a side ponytail or pigtail, he still
wasn’t even sure what they were called. His thoughts of hairstyles
ended though when she opened her mouth, licked her lips slowly and
leaned in toward him. “Mmm… I’d like to give you some head,
Gavin.”

 


“What?” he almost shouted,
jumping back and stumbling a bit.

 


Bree was staring at him completely
surprised herself. “Calm down, Gavin. I was only saying I think we
can head back down.”

 


Gavin breathed a little, realizing how
unusually loud he’d just sounded, his voice returning to a whisper
almost at once. “Oh… I just… thought I heard.” He trailed off as
Bree turned and made her way to the top of the spiral
staircase.

 


As much as he knew he shouldn’t, Gavin
found himself checking out her body, Bree definitely a small girl
but parts of her every guy liked not too tiny at all. If the chill
in the library was any indication, it also seemed she wasn’t
wearing a bra. Gavin’s mind was wandering; he knew it, especially
with his sudden lack of hearing her clearly these past several
minutes. At least the thoughts of her as a girl took away from the
thoughts of this library as haunted.

 


“So, Gavin, should we
split up, each take a side and see if we find anything interesting
down here among the stacks?”

 


“I don’t know…” Gavin
said, stepping from the spiral staircase back into the brightened
section of flooring beneath the skylight.

 


“Come on, it can’t hurt,
besides, we’ll be able to hear each other the entire time,” Bree
said.

 


“Maybe… I guess,” Gavin
answered, looking up at the tall dark stacks of books behind him,
then looking around to the ones beyond where Bree stood.

 


“Cool, okay and maybe if
you’re good I’ll let you suck my tits later,” Bree said.

 


“You’ll what?” Gavin spit
out.

 


Bree looked at him confused. “I’ll
catch you later, ya know… like see ya, going over to my side of the
library.”

 


“Oh… I… er…”

 


“You thought I said
something else, yeah, I know… gotta get those ears checked, Gavin,”
Bree called out, disappearing around a stack of books into the
shadows, leaving Gavin alone under the skylight.

 


Gavin wasn’t sure what exactly was
wrong with his hearing but he knew what he kept hearing didn’t
match what Bree claimed she’d said. He wasn’t imagining it, not
after the first couple of times. Still, maybe his nerves were just
finally shot. Hopefully it wasn’t anything else because as anxious
as Gavin was, the words brain tumor sprung to mind, something
causing his own mind to misunderstand simple words spoken so
directly to him.

 


As he shook off the irrational health
concerns he slowly left the safety of light and returned to the
darkness of the stacks. The books were just endless, every shelf
filled, every aisle in this home library stacked floor to ceiling
with shelves. It was the biggest library he’d personally ever been
in, and all of the books seemed so old, leather bindings, titles
often printed in other languages.

 


It was when he reached the darkest
corner of his side of the library that Gavin heard the whisper
behind him.

 


“Pssst…”

 


Gavin spun around, not sure what he’d
find. The last thing he expected was what he saw slowly coming into
focus as it came closer.

 


“Pssst… hey there, Gavin,”
Bree said, walking right up to him.

 


Gavin stared, his eyes wide. He
probably should have said something but he was struck speechless by
the simple fact that Bree was topless, both of her hands up and
squeezing at her tits, massaging them with each and every step she
took.

 


“Mmm… so how about you
suck on these tits now, Gavin?”

 


Gavin backed into the corner, letting
Bree step closer, feeling the warmth of her body and soft squishy
feel of her tits rubbing against his chest. He stared down at her.
“I… I… uh… Bree… what are you doing?”

 


Bree grinned, a wickedness he’d never
seen before in her face, her eyes bright and twinkling. “What does
it look like I’m doing, Gavin? Mmmm… I just want you opening wide,
taking these hard little nipples in your mouth,” she said, lowering
her voice to a whisper. “And sucking them so fucking hard they
stretch like rubber bands.”

 


“What?” Gavin shouted,
staring at Bree as she lifted up her tits, pinching her nipples,
pulling on both of them.

 


She said nothing, just staring up at
him, licking her lips, pulling on her nipples. He darted his eyes
from her eyes down to the nipples she seemed to brutally be
pinching between her thumbs and index fingers. He then gasped and
pressed back even further, wedging himself into the corner, as he
saw what she did next.

 


“Oh yes, Gavin… mmm… this
is what I want,” Bree gasped, literally yanking on her nipples,
stretching them impossibly until they pulled looser and looser,
soon extending like stringy stretched out tendrils towards Gavin’s
quivering mouth.

 


He stared at her, watched the twinkle
of wicked desire in the corners of her eye glow as she tortured her
own tits, ruining their shape right in front of him, moaning the
entire time and bringing both nipples up to his lips.

 


“No… what the fuck… what
the fuck!” Gavin shouted, turning his head away.

 


“Gavin,” Bree said.
“Gavin, calm the hell down, what’s wrong?” Bree asked, shaking
him.

 


Gavin opened his eyes and turned,
looking at her, expecting the same freakish thing he’d just
witnessed. Instead, Bree was completely back to normal, her eyes no
longer hiding anything but confusion at what he was apparently so
terrified by.

 


“I… I mean, you were…”
Gavin muttered, looking around, staring at Bree, then trying to
calm his heartbeat which felt dangerously fast.

 


“I was over on the other
side of the library when you suddenly began shouting,” Bree said.
“Get it together, Gavin.”

 


Thunder rumbled and Gavin jumped a
little, Bree still holding his arm. He tried not to look down at
her chest but after what he’d witnessed he couldn’t help just a
glance, a confirmation that she still was completely
normal.

 


“This place is really
getting to you, huh?” Bree asked, running fingers through her hair
as she stepped to one side and looked around at the dark
bookshelves.

 


“You… I mean I thought you
were… were topless,” Gavin said.

 


Bree stared at him for several
seconds, then looked down, folding her arms as she noticed how hard
her nipples were in the chill of the room. Rolling her eyes she
looked up at him. “Great… so do you normally react by screaming in
sheer terror when a girl is topless?”

 


“You were… never mind,”
Gavin said.

 


“With all the carrying on
you did, you’re lucky I still wanna fuck you,” Bree said,
smiling.

 


“What?” Gavin said,
actually jumping a little.

 


“I said, with all that
carrying on, you’re lucky no one heard us,” Bree said. “At least
you seem back to normal, unable to hear anything the first
time.”

 


Gavin knew what he’d heard… he was
almost positive. He just wasn’t sure what the game was. It had to
be a game, though his hallucination of her was not making anything
easier to make sense of.

 


“You gonna be okay here,
Gavin? Promise not to scream if I go to another aisle?”

 


Gavin nodded his head, still confused,
still unnerved, but beginning to feel silly.

 


As soon as she’d vanished around the
corner, Gavin turned and began winding his way around the corner
he’d been terrified in. The library was filled with books, but so
far he’d seen little else of interest. Tables to read at, books,
shelves, and the ornate woodwork and ceiling murals were about
it.

 


Just as he was approaching one of the
large wooden tables, the towering stacks all around him, Gavin
heard a sound which frightened him more than any thunder, a sound
which wasn’t too unfamiliar at all.

 


“Pssst…” came the whisper
from behind him.

 


“Oh fuck,” he whispered,
spinning around.

 


“Pssst… don’t be scared,”
Bree whispered, stepping out from the shadows.

 


At least she seemed normal enough, he
thought, her clothing on, her chest normal enough, even if he still
couldn’t stop from taking a peek directly at her hard
nipples.

 


“You almost gave me a
heart attack, Bree,” Gavin said, letting her join him by the heavy
oak table.

 


“Sorry, Gavin, mmm… but I
had to show you something.”

 


“What, did you find
something on the other side of the library?”

 


Bree shook her head, dirty blonde
pigtails as he’d finally decided shaking up and down. “Nuh uh… but
did I ever tell you I was double-jointed?”

 


Gavin slowly shook his head. “Uh… not
since we only just began talking earlier today. What does that have
to do with anything though?”

 


Bree grinned and cracked her neck to
one side, then the other, making Gavin cringe a little with just
the sound. “Not much, though have you ever seen a girl do
this?”

 


Gavin stared and nearly right away
knew something was wrong. Bree gave him a wink and bent her head
forward, but instead of stopping at just a simple nod or bow, her
head snapped completely forward, her face soon pressed right up
against her chest in a way which looked impossible if not just
unnatural.

 


“Whoa… maybe you
shouldn’t…” Gavin whispered, staring at her, stepping around to one
side so he could see her face.

 


“Don’t worry, unhh… it’s
fun, and see…” Bree said, reaching up with both hands, sliding her
top up so each of her tits were bare. “I can suck my own nipples
without stretching them.”

 


“Stop it, Bree… just stop
this… something is wrong,” Gavin said, backing up.

 


Bree suckled for a moment or two,
smashing her chin into her perky tits, slobbering a bit on each of
her nipples. “What could be wrong,” she then said, taking both
hands and putting them on each side of her head. “About
this?”

 


Gavin gasped as she gripped the sides
of her head right around her ears and in one quick jerking movement
snapped her head completely around, twisting it so her face now
stared up at him.

 


“Bree… Bree that’s not
possible…” Gavin gasped, panicking as he backed up towards the
table.

 


“Sure it is,” Bree said,
walking toward him, lifting her head up but as she did letting him
look straight at the back of her hair. She then grabbed one of her
pigtails and yanked on it, twisting her head fully around so she
was looking into his eyes again, the loud snap accompanied by
thunder from outside.

 


“No, no it isn’t,” Gavin
said, bumping into the table and almost tripping
backwards.

 


“Silly,” Bree said,
grinning and licking her lips, flicking a tongue out that he knew
was far too long to be normal. “I told you, I’m double-jointed.
Now… are you gonna fuck me or not, cause I really really, want you
twisting my body like a pretzel as you stick your big fat dick
inside me?”

 


“No… just NO!” Gavin
shouted, turning away and considering crawling across the
table.

 


“Geez, Gavin, lighten up,
I only asked if you’d found anything over here,” Bree said, her
voice unusually casual.

 


Gavin turned and stared at her. She
was once again completely normal, the way he’d last seen her when
she walked away after his panic among the stacks. Something wasn’t
right though, he couldn’t be imagining all of this.

 


“You… you were,” Gavin
muttered, straightening up and stepping away from the
table.

 


Bree rolled her eyes. “Don’t tell me…
topless again? You know most guys wouldn’t be crawling away in fear
from a topless girl, not that I was one. “

 


“It’s not that… you were,
your head was,” Gavin said, cautiously stepping closer to
her.

 


Bree stared at Gavin, arms folded,
letting him stumble over his words. As Gavin seemed to finally give
up anything he’d about been ready to say, she smiled and Gavin saw
the hint of mischief in her smile.

 


“You know, Gavin, you’re
pretty fun to mess with,” Bree said, stepping forward, running a
finger up and down his chest. “But I bet you’re a lot more fun to
fuck.”

 


For a moment, Gavin stared at her,
expecting that she’d only said something normal, assuming if he
acted confused she’d just correct what he just heard. Bree remained
standing there though, breathing deeply, tilting her head and
looking up at him as she ran her hand across his chest, squeezing
at his arms.

 


“You heard me, Gavin,” she
said, “enough games, I think it’s time we just got right to the
fucking.”

 


Now was the time for Gavin to mutter
one simple word. “Huh?”

 


“Oh, I’ve been messing
with you, Gavin,” Bree said, letting go and walking away, looking
up into the stacks. “I’ve been making you think you misheard me,
making you think you were imagining things. I have to say it was
fun for a bit, especially when you couldn’t stop staring at my
nipples. I mean, do you have any idea how fucking turned on it made
me stretching those little buds out like that. Mmm… it was so damn
hot.”

 


“You… you mean…” Gavin
said.

 


“Yes, Gavin, you weren’t
imagining things, I really did do and say everything you thought I
did. I was playing with you, and it was fun for a
while.”

 


“How?” Gavin asked,
pointing at her head, then down.

 


Bree grinned, turning and walking
towards him, slapping both hands against her tits, massaging and
then gripping her shirt, pulling it quickly over her
head.

 


“How did I do things like
this?” she asked.

 


Bree grabbed her tits in each hand,
crushing them, then pulled hard up towards her face. As Gavin
watched, he saw the flesh oozing and stretching like play-doh,
pulling until she slapped each tit down over her shoulder then
jiggled and let them flop back down, resting near her
waist.

 


“It’s easy, Gavin, you see
this body is just a vessel. I can do anything I like with
it.”

 


He stared at her, then looked up in
the distance to where the spiral staircase just could be seen
meeting the ceiling.

 


Bree turned and followed his gaze.
“Good job, Gavin, I knew you were smart. Yes, when your little
friend Bree was rubbing her fingers across the ink in that old
book, she never could have known that I was waiting. I’ve waited a
long time for such a supple young thing to release me.”

 


“The library…” Gavin
gasped.

 


“Oh, it’s haunted alright,
very alive with energy like you wouldn’t believe. You’re lucky you
got me, or should I say Bree is lucky.”

 


“What are you… what do you
want?”

 


Bree stepped forward, or at least the
thing that was in Bree had her step forward. She licked her lips
and lifted one of her big floppy boobs, pressing it into Gavin’s
hand until he instinctively gripped it, squeezing a little out of
pure nervousness.

 


“That’s where the fun
begins, Gavin. You see I was teasing you, messing around, but now
I’m done playing. All I want is for you to fuck this body… to do
things to this body so depraved you never dared imagine them
before. Mmm… bend me anyway you want, twist my tits into knots if
it turns you on. Suck on them until they reach the floor. Fuck your
cock so deep I can feel it in my chest. Flood this body with every
sticky dripping spatter of seed you can get inside it.”

 


“But… but Bree,” Gavin
said.

 


“Bree is trapped in that
book upstairs, don’t worry about her. She’ll be fine. You know that
her body already is pretty damn fine right?”

 


Gavin slowly nodded.

 


“Then good, and don’t
worry, you could hurt poor Bree doing the things we’re gonna do,
but me… I can’t be killed. You said it yourself, the language was
already dead, long ago. This body is alive and warm, but nothing
can hurt it now that I have control.”

 


Gavin looked down at her, staring at
her tits, lifting one up and sucking lightly on it before giving in
and really stretching it, just as she had done.

 


“Mmm… yesss, fuck yes,
come on, Gavin, screw this body, use this body, do things you never
imagined to it!” Bree moaned.

 


It was hardly any time later that
Gavin found himself slowly forgetting his anxieties, his
nervousness. He stared into Bree’s eyes, her tits each stretched up
and around her neck as he pinched her nipples and literally choked
her on her own breasts as they fucked, rocking back and forth on
the sturdy oak reading table.

 


“Unh, unhhh,” Bree gasped,
grinning the entire time, flicking her extended tongue out and
slathering up and down Gavin’s cheek, licking at his ear as he gave
in to the pleasure of the abuse, the twisted passion she had
unleashed.

 


“Mmm… do it, Gavin, do it
all!” Bree moaned, neck snapping to one side as Gavin grunted and
released her tits, staring at her eyes, fucking her harder and
harder.

 


Reaching up, Gavin barely even worried
about the darkness of the library, the storm outside, or even the
fact that the real Bree was apparently somehow trapped within an
old book at the top of those spiral stairs. He just grinned and
grabbed her cheeks, holding her head tight as they fucked, then
gritting his teeth and twisting, rotating it fully around like he’d
seen in some old horror movie.

 


Repositioning himself he resumed his
fucking, screwing her doggy style but staring into her eyes the
entire time, groaning as he realized just how bizarre and kinky it
felt to be doing this.

 


“Mmm… yes, yes, ohhhh
yesssss, Gavin,” Bree cried out, her stretched out tits sliding
deliciously across the surface of the table, her eyes rolling back
as she moved her hips in time with his thrusts.

 


“Ungh… ungh, oh fuck,”
Gavin groaned, closing his eyes, grabbing her hips, fucking deep
inside and completely losing control.

 


“That was amazing,” he
whispered moments later, laying down beside her.

 


“Mmm… we’re just getting
started, lover,” Bree said, licking her lips, reaching up to twist
her own face so she could look into his eyes.

 


“There’s plenty of
positions to check out in this library, as many as your dirty
little mind can imagine.”

 


Gavin grinned and Bree returned what
he knew was a grin of wickedness, a haunting grin which told of
unleashed fantasies, fantasies where there was no risk of taking it
too far, where anything imagined could be tried and enjoyed. Bree
may have transferred into school last year, but Gavin had an idea
he was gonna like the new transfer inside her body that much
more.

 


 


 


 


* * *

 


 



Patience and
Owen




 


 


“Nice… snack time,” Owen
said, nodding his head as he pushed open the door at the end of the
hall.

 


“Why would there be a
kitchen on the second floor?” Patience asked, strolling in behind
him, setting her purse down on a steel island in the center of the
room.

 


“Don’t know, don’t care,”
Owen said, barely looking over at her, his blonde hair hanging in
his eyes as he grabbed a huge doublewide stainless steel
refrigerator door. “All I know is that we haven’t eaten in hours
and that hike to get to this place left me craving some
grub.”

 


Patience cut her eyes at him, leaning
back against the island and intentionally arching her back so that
her impressively full breasts pushed out against her far too small
purple tank top. “Doesn’t a man like you ever crave anything better
than food?” she asked, biting her lower lip, tilting her head
playfully and letting the smooth silky black mane of hair rest
against her pale chest.

 


Owen, ever the slacker, just chuckled
and reached into the refrigerator. “Sure, babe, but the way I hear
it, every guy’s taken a bite out of you.”

 


“You know what they say,
Patience is kind,” she teased, puffing some hair from her eyes and
looking around the room.

 


“Damn… not a lot of food
in here,” Owen said. “Guess he doesn’t really use this kitchen much
huh?”

 


As Owen pulled his head from the chill
of the refrigerator he glanced over at Patience, currently bending
over to look in some lower cabinets. He grinned and stepped up
behind her, grabbing her by the hips.

 


“Hey… no time for that,
Mister?” Patience said, pushing him away as she stood
up.

 


“Again… that isn’t what I
hear, Patience. You have a bit of a rep ya know?”

 


Patience grinned and flicked her
tongue out at him. “A girl has to have a hobby, mine just happens
to be boys.”

 


Owen nodded, always the casual easy
going guy. “So what am I, next on your list?”

 


Patience blushed a little, then tossed
back her hair and stepped away, opening some more cabinets. “Maybe,
you never know, but don’t get any ideas here. I only partnered up
with you to see what that rich guy has, not to see what you have in
your pants.”

 


“Sure thing, baby, plenty
of time for dessert after the meal, if ya know what I mean,” Owen
said, laughing.

 


Walking over to the stove, Owen bent
down and opened the door, looking inside. Patience meanwhile was
scooting aside some canned goods in a lower cabinet, wiggling her
hips as she did just in case Owen was looking.

 


The flirt and the slacker, that was
the pair, and everyone liked them both, though for entirely
different reasons. Patience earned her reputation by steadily
dating nearly half the guys in their class, earning a quite popular
reputation as the girl who won’t hesitate to give as much as she
got. Owen was the guy no one stressed around because nothing
stressed Owen. He was simple to read, always smiling, and pretty
fun to be around.

 


“Just as I thought,” Owen
said, opening the microwave oven. “He’s never even used half this
stuff. Darn, my hunt for snacks might end early if the cabinets
don’t have anything good in them.”

 


“Nothing down here,”
Patience said, cocking her hip out as she looked up at
Owen.

 


He chuckled. “I wouldn’t call that
nothing, baby; you certainly got something going on.”

 


Patience stood up, again arching her
back, forcing the plump white of her tits out into her shirt even
more than before, thinning her eyes and blowing him a kiss.
“Flattery gets you everywhere with me… but later, okay?”

 


Owen nodded, casually leaning back
against the island. He turned as soon as she had moved on to
another set of lower cabinets, and looked down at her
purse.

 


“Well, well,” Owen said,
nodding and pushing a couple of fingers into her purse. He pulled
out and let the condoms unfold, revealing a fairly large ten pack.
“Patience, baby, you must be a busy girl.”

 


Patience almost bumped her head,
pulling up from the open cabinet. “Hey, no snooping, put those
back. Besides, a girl has to be careful. I’m clean, and certainly
not looking for a family anytime soon.”

 


“All about the fun, huh,”
Owen said.

 


“You follow the rules,
Mister, and maybe I’ll show you,” Patience said, wrinkling her nose
and grinning.

 


Owen pushed her purse over, letting
the condoms spill out, but leaned back, hands behind his head,
looking around the kitchen. “Guess if you’re gonna check the lower,
I should check the uppers, huh?”

 


“Sure,” Patience called
out, “so far nothing but canned goods down here… HEY!”

 


Owen straightened up, looking down at
Patience just in time to see her shoot back out of the cabinet,
eyes wide, frightened as though something just attacked
her.

 


“Whoa baby, calm down,
what’s up?”

 


“There… in the… in the
back behind the canned goods,” Patience said, staring at the open
cabinet.

 


Owen stepped around the island, next
to Patience, nodding casually as he looked right down into her
cleavage. “See a rat or something? Place like this has to have a
few unwelcome guests in it.”

 


Patience looked up at Owen and he
looked down at her, both of them realizing what he just said.
“Well… besides us I mean,” Owen added, leaning down and pulling a
keychain flashlight from his belt as he aimed it into the
cabinet.

 


“It isn’t a rat,” Patience
said. “It was bigger… kinda like a…”

 


“A bunny rabbit!” Owen
shouted, jumping as the somewhat surprisingly large bunny lunged
out past them both, kicked up both large hind feet, bounced off the
island and then up onto the nearby kitchen table.

 


Patience leapt to the other side of
the space between her and island, spinning around and huddling next
to Owen as he momentarily grinned feeling her heavy breasts press
against him.

 


“What the hell?” Patience
gasped.

 


“Ooh… this is not good,
not good,” they each heard the bunny say, then watched it jump from
the table to the floor, scampering around behind some artificial
plants.

 


Owen and Patience each stared, mouths
open, slowly turning to look at each other. “Did you?” Patience
asked.

 


“I sure hope it wasn’t
just me,” Owen responded. “I heard it too.”

 


They slowly crept forward, Patience
taking position behind Owen, her body pressed so close he found it
increasingly hard to focus on the task at hand, which was sneaking
up to look behind the large plants the bunny had hidden
behind.

 


“Damn…” Owen said, aiming
his little flashlight behind the plants.

 


“Is he there?” Patience
asked, peeking around him.

 


“No… that’s just it,
little guy couldn’t have gone anywhere but he’s not
here.”

 


Patience pulled away from him,
reaching up to straighten one of the straps of her tank top which
had fallen dangerously low on her arm. “We heard him speak… it was…
it was a bunny right?”

 


Owen shrugged, leaning over to look
behind the plant more. “Unless that rich guy has little people in
bunny costumes hiding in cabinets, yeah… it was a big
bunny.”

 


“What was he doing in the
cabinet?” Patience asked.

 


Owen reached down behind the
artificial plant and grabbed something. “Heh, check it out,” he
said, standing back up and looking at Patience.

 


She stared at what he held, then just
like him she couldn’t help but smile. “An Easter basket… really?”
she asked.

 


“Maybe the little dude was
hiding Easter eggs,” Owen chuckled.

 


“Well, now I’ve seen
everything,” Patience said.

 


“Too bad,” Owen said,
grinning and stepping closer to her. “I almost got a view at
everything myself.”

 


Patience glanced down at how pulled
her tank top was, the too tight size of it having shifted even
lower in her surprise at seeing the bunny in the cabinet. She then
smiled and reached up to tug the material back up. “Not a chance,
Mister, bunnies don’t put me in the mood.”

 


“Too bad, and we still
don’t have any grub in sight.”

 


“Canned goods, but no can
opener,” Patience said, looking back at the cabinet the bunny had
been hiding in. “I wonder if he was hiding something,” Patience
added, walking over and leaning over.

 


“Check it out, maybe he
hid some snacks. Who am I to refuse snacks from a talking Easter
bunny?”

 


Patience knelt down and leaned her
head in the open cabinet, pushing her hair out of the way so she
could see beyond the stacked canned goods. “It’s dark in here, hand
me your light,” she called out.

 


“Sure thing, baby,” Owen
said, stepping up beside her and dropping to one knee. He slapped a
hand on her ass as he reached in and passed her the keychain
light.

 


“Hey there, don’t get too
friendly,” Patience laughed, shaking her ass as he rubbed his hand
across her lower back for a moment, then stood back up.

 


“I’ll just be checking the
upper cabinets, baby, you let me know if Santa tries to grab you,”
Owen laughed.

 


Patience angled the little flashlight
behind the stacked canned goods, at first seeing nothing but empty
space, clearly enough space for a large rabbit to have been hiding,
but not too much else. As she was just about to give up, assuming
they were both being a bit ridiculous to even consider that a bunny
was doing anything more than hiding, Patience saw it.

 


It was almost past the reach of the
little light from the flashlight, pushed into the very back corner,
beyond a few tipped over canned goods. Whatever it was, it
definitely wasn’t another can, but it almost looked
like…

 


“Hey, you aren’t gonna
believe it, Owen,” Patience called out, leaning back a
little.

 


“You found the tooth
fairy?” Owen chuckled.

 


“No… but I know what that
bunny was hiding, guess we also know what was in the basket,” she
said, squirming a little as she had to reach one arm awkwardly
towards the corner of the cabinets grasping at what she
found.

 


Owen had walked around to stand beside
her, staring down as she clearly struggled to maneuver in the
cabinet. He grinned imagining it had to be a bit tight with a rack
like the one she had.

 


“Got it,” Patience gasped,
taking a deep breath and pulling her hand back, staring at the
little brown spotted egg she’d seen hidden away in the
cabinet.

 


Almost as soon as she touched it,
Patience felt the tingling. It began right in her fingers, the ones
holding the egg as she pushed back and pulled free from the
claustrophobic space. As she slowly stood up, the tingling spread
to her arm, then shoulders, seeming to flow throughout her chest
before spreading quickly.

 


“Ooh… wow, kinda feel a
bit woozy,” she said, swaying a little, leaning back against the
cabinet.

 


“An egg?” Owen said,
glancing from her to the brown egg she held.

 


“Yeah… was, hidden back
behind the cans…” Patience said, breathing heavier, looking at the
egg, feeling the smooth surface beneath her fingertips.

 


Owen was only grinning, and as she
looked up at him, he held out a finger, pointing at her
chest.

 


“Oh… shoot,” Patience
said, noticing once again her tight purple tank top had slid
dangerously low, this time actually so low just the barest hints of
one of her nipples showed.

 


She reached up intending to tug her
top back into place, feeling tingling like static electricity
flowing from her hand which held the egg. She couldn’t even explain
what she did next, though it certainly seemed to entertain
Owen.

 


“Ooof!” Patience grunted,
smacking the little egg right into her chest, feeling it buckle and
break as she pushed her hand into it.

 


“Dude,” Owen said,
laughing. “You just made my favorite type of sandwich,” he grinned.
“Eggs on tits,” he added, breaking up and staring as Patience felt
so odd, so out of sorts, pushing and sliding her fingers through
the egg yolk, rubbing it all over both breasts until they shined
and dribbled onto her still tugged loose top.

 


She no longer tingled, she realized.
Now it was a strange pulsating heat which she could feel all the
way from her toes to her forehead. Leaning back against the
countertop, Patience blinked, reaching shakily over for a towel by
the stove. She blotted at the mess she had created, dabbed her
chest clean, and then stared down into her cleavage, lost in
thought for several seconds.

 


“Baby, you okay,” Owen
asked. “You look a little off… though not saying you looking off
doesn’t still look hotter than most girls on,” he
winked.

 


Patience stared at him, her eyes
focusing intensely as he spoke. She dropped the towel and arched
her back as she often did to draw attention to her boobs. Licking
her lips she tossed her long black hair to one side, hardly even
aware that by arching her back she’d given Owen a nice look at the
top curves of both nipples.

 


“Damn, Patience baby,
you’re making it hard on a guy ya know?”

 


Patience moaned a little, licking her
lips again as something Owen said really resonated deep within her,
right up where she still felt the flush of heat the most, where the
tingling still remained so strongly felt.

 


“Mmm… Owen, I want it…”
Patience said, hardly even conscious of what she was saying, mostly
staring into Owen’s eyes as she quickly stepped towards him,
grabbing his hand.

 


“Baby, you can have it,
what is it you want?”

 


Patience moaned, pressing Owen’s hand
against her chest, pushing his fingers right into her cleavage,
rubbing up and down her pale plump flesh until she felt one of her
tank top straps snap loose.

 


“Fuck, baby, you really
turned up the heat in the kitchen huh? What about not now, you
change your mind?” Owen asked.

 


He grinned and stared at her boobs,
tugging her purple tank top down, letting both full tits drop into
view, her nipples hard, big pink perfection he quickly rubbed his
fingers across.

 


“Now… nooooow!” she
moaned, pulling his chin up, kissing him, thrusting her tongue in
his mouth, letting him slip a hand around to her ass.

 


“Mpph, mmm, damn baby,
okay, okay, calm down. Owen’s gonna take good care of you,” Owen
said flashing a grin as he pushed her away just enough to reach for
her tipped over purse on the island.

 


Patience stared, biting her lower lip,
watching as Owen ripped off one of the condoms, grinning back at
her as he opened the package with his teeth. Suddenly she felt it,
the urges inside her, the uncontrollable urges tingling within her
womb, telling her so strongly they practically shouted within her
ears what she most needed.

 


“NO! NO don’t!” Patience
burst out, slapping Owen’s hand hard enough to send the condom
sailing off to the other side of the kitchen.

 


Owen looked at the condom, then looked
at her. “What’s up, baby, thought we were into this?” he
asked.

 


“Mmm… no, no condom… I
need you… I need you inside me!” she moaned, spreading her thighs,
tugging up her skirt, pushing her panties down as she showed how
dripping wet she was, how ready and willing.

 


“Fuck,” Owen groaned,
staring at her, licking his lips. “Patience, you know we gotta wrap
it, right?”

 


Patience shook her head frantically,
long black hair sailing wildly into her face. “Nuh uh, no… noooo. I
want it… I want it inside me!”

 


Owen raised an eyebrow. “You want
it?”

 


Patience nodded. “Mmm… yessss, yes
right now… do it. Fuck me, Owen, fuck me sooooo full!”

 


“Uh… but baby,” Owen
muttered.

 


Patience screamed in what had to be
the most orgasmic sounding outburst Owen had ever heard, writhing
back against the counter top, one hand fondling her big tits, the
other down with fingers thrusting inside her pussy. “Yes, yesss,
Owen, baby… oh yes, Owen, fuck a baby in me!”

 


“Dude,” Owen said, staring
at her in complete shock. His cock was harder than ever, his eyes
unable to leave her horny body, but her words had struck him nearly
paralyzed.

 


“Mmm… hurry, just hurry,
Owen, pleeeeease, hurry and fuck your baby batter up inside me.
Mmm… yessss,” Patience moaned thrusting two fingers deep in her
cunt. “Fucking breed me like a bitch, mmm… breed all your babies in
me. Yes, yesssss, pleeeeeease hurry!”

 


Owen stared as Patience reached for
him, once again grabbing his hands and returning them to her body,
fingering herself as she tugged at his jeans.

 


“Hurry, mmm… hurry,”
Patience huskily whispered right in his face.

 


“You… uh… you want me to
fuck… a baby in you?” Owen asked incredulously.

 


Patience nodded. “As many as you can,
mmm… just fill me till I pop!”

 


As Owen stood there, feeling her
fingers on his throbbing dick, staring into her crazed eyes,
inhaling her overwhelming scent, his expression calmed into the
grin everyone knew so well.

 


“Well, fuck, baby… let’s
get a bun in that tight little oven,” he chuckled. “Guess at least
one oven in this kitchen won’t remain unused.”

 


Separating only long enough to drop
his jeans, Owen grabbed his cock and pushed it straight up inside
Patience, letting her drop her thrusting fingers to better support
her against the countertop as he started to thrust.

 


“Ungh… ungh, fuck baby,
you’re hotter than hell,” Owen growled, watching her tits bounce
and jump.

 


Patience moaned, leaning back, tossing
her hair over her shoulders, feeling a cock bare inside her for the
very first time. She bit her lip, staring, looking down past
bouncing tits, seeing the thick monster Owen had currently all for
her.

 


“Mmm, yes, oh fuck… mmm,
gonna be all big and preggo, mmm, yes, knock me up, knock me up…
ooooh fuck, knock me sooooooo fucking up!” she screamed.

 


As strange as her pleading baby talk
was, Owen couldn’t have been harder. He’d already had an idea
Patience was a good fuck, but never did he imagine she’d go nuts
and start begging to be fucked pregnant. As casual as he took life,
he’d never taken sex this casually, but Patience was a bombshell,
her dark black hair, her pale perfect flesh, her big bouncy boobs.
What guy wouldn’t wanna be the one to cream her field, to fuck that
fertile womb full of baby batter?

 


“Ungh, oh fuck, Patience,”
Owen grunted. “I’m gonna give you what you want, ungh… gonna, gonna
give you everything you want,” Owen groaned.

 


“Oh, oh… ohhhh fuck, yes,
Owen, mmm… do it, gimme that cum, gimme all that baby making cum!
Shoot it out my fucking ears, you stud!”

 


Owen crashed into her, an uncontrolled
collision of their most intimate places, his cock digging deeper
and deeper. His balls ached, his muscles throbbed, and very quickly
Owen was giving Patience exactly what she’d asked for, jerking a
bit as he spasmed against her.

 


“Unhh… unhhh yessss, knock
me up… knock me up!” Patience cried out, leaning back, feeling for
the very first time as wet hot seed splashed against her
womb.

 


In surprisingly short time, Patience
had earned herself another fucking, a girl like Patience not having
to do much when her body did all the talking for her. Just a few
licks and gropes and Owen was hard at it again, bending Patience
over the kitchen table, stuffing his dick right back up into her
cum stuffed pussy, ready to fuck it fuller than ever, ready to give
the little breeding bitch exactly what she begged for.

 


“Yes, ohhh yesss… fuck a
baby in me, fuck ten babies in me, fuck my belly full!” she moaned,
orgasm after orgasm coming nonstop now, images of herself waddling
barefoot sending her mind spinning.

 


“Ungh… shit, you’re sooo
hot,” Owen moaned, barely able to keep up, loving the animalistic
nature of this spontaneous mating.

 


As the table rocked and the little
Easter basket they’d found tipped over on its side, Owen glanced
over in mid thrust, reading the name written there.

 


“Heh, guess I can thank
Benny the Bunny for this, huh, Patience?”

 


Patience only grunted, moaning,
thrusting back at him, swallowing his dick up and milking it for
all she was worth as the fucking continued.

 


Whoever that bunny had been, whatever
he had been, Owen knew that he’d done something to Patience,
changing the girl’s attitude about sex quite intensely. Where she
always had a rep for being easy, she never had a rep for being
careless. As time passed and they long overstayed their intended
twenty minute visit to this kitchen, Owen had no doubt she was
getting precisely what she asked for, her once flat little tummy
bloated and swollen with more than just the seed he kept fucking
into her.

 


Patience was a knocked up little slut,
and Owen had to admit, he kinda liked knocked up little sluts,
particularly when he knocked them up.

 


 


 


 


 


* * *

 


 



 Carissa and Camden

 


 


 


Most might have assumed that of all
the senior class Carissa and Camden had the closest bond, and it
wasn’t for the reason other couples did. The truth was that even if
Carissa and Camden had been together literally forever as far as
either were concerned, they couldn’t possibly be more
different.

 


Twins, the only twins their high
school had ever seen, Carissa and Camden had existed their whole
life in a power struggle, one that Camden forever had lost to his
sister who often bordered on being worse than any parent or teacher
in running his life.

 


The truth was that the same exact
reasons which gave Carissa the popularity and appeal took such
ambitions away from Camden. Red hair was rare naturally, rare
enough at least, so Carissa got looks their entire life growing up.
She wasn’t the type of redhead with freckles either, but trust fate
to have left Camden with plenty. Equally his own red scruff of hair
just never impressed anyone and somehow made him as unpopular as
she was popular.

 


The soft curves she had were nothing
less than feminine and enhancing any outfit she chose to wear. The
soft lack of muscles he had were little more than fuel for the fire
of leaving him the outcast of the pair.

 


It was as the wealthy and successful
looking man had been talking about control that Camden had most
identified with all the otherwise eccentric ramblings he seemed to
go on about. This was a home of true success, of influence, and of
course control. The dominant twin had always been his sister and
there was little chance of that changing, but as Carissa and he
pushed open the tall wooden door to the room near the end of the
hall, he couldn’t help but wish that it were somehow possible to
give him a little control, just once in his miserable
life.

 


“Camden, shine that light
over here,” Carissa demanded.

 


Camden immediate stopped shining the
flashlight app on his phone around the small entrance to the room
and aimed it where Carissa was. With Carissa, everything was a
demand not a request. She’d learned early that guys did whatever a
pretty face told them, especially if that pretty face was
unattainable. While Camden certainly never had the same infatuation
as others, his sister still ruled over him all the same.

 


“Lights?” Camden asked,
waving the flashlight app from the pale pristine skin of Carissa’s
cheeks to the panel behind her.

 


“Duh, that’s why I asked
you for the light,” she said, putting a hand up to block the
blinding light.

 


As she grabbed the large handle and
lowered it, the lights rose up all over the room to their left.
Camden wanted to say that she hadn’t asked, that she had told him,
but it really didn’t seem the time for that old argument to return.
Besides, when the lights came on, he finally realized why the space
had seemed familiar to him upon first entering.

 


“Oh wow, it’s a theater,”
Carissa said, taking a few steps out of the tight entranceway into
the main space of the large room.

 


Stairs ran back up past them on either
side, the majority of the room angled towards the huge screen they
faced. Camden even noticed that the screen itself was arched back
towards them, like a dome theater, one he’d certainly never seen in
someone’s home. Dark red curtains hung on the side walls, low
lighting just enough to see the plush seating and projector booth
way back in the wall above their heads.

 


“Cool,” Camden said, “you
think we can turn it on?”

 


Carissa looked at him the way she did
so much of the time, as though looking right through him. Her words
were nearly as cutting, at least with the tone she put behind them.
“It’s not a TV, Camden, come on,” and with that she turned and
began walking up the stairs on one side of where the door to the
hall was.

 


It always amazed Camden just how
different they were. In ways he supposed it wasn’t a new concept,
the good twin, the bad twin, but in his situation somehow he’d been
branded by the world as the bad twin while the good twin was really
a bitch. If anyone else were able to ignore the cute looks, the
flirty green eyes, the fact she was a cheerleader and so obviously
in better shape than he was, they’d easily see just how cruel she
was to him.

 


As they climbed the stairs, he looked
around the space, the ceiling high enough above that the low
lighting from the walls didn’t even reveal it, obviously painted a
very dark color to better enhance the immersion into the movies or
whatever that guy and his guests watched. The one thing Camden
didn’t entirely follow was the man’s reason for claiming this was a
room with danger beyond its door, or any sort of room where he
collected things.

 


Maybe he collected movies, Camden
found himself thinking, almost losing himself to the thought and
running right into the back of Carissa.

 


“Watch it, idiot,” Carissa
spit, turning to stare at him.

 


Camden frowned and looked at his feet.
“I didn’t mean to,” he mumbled.

 


Carissa turned and faced him, hands on
her hips, one step above him as it seemed she was always in their
lives. Never before had the step been anything but metaphorical but
now in this incredible home theater, the basics of their
relationship couldn’t have been any more clearly
represented.

 


“You never mean to do
anything,” Carissa said, fuming with a lot more anger than a simple
bumping into needed. “You’re hopeless, you know, just utterly
hopeless.”

 


Camden sighed, not in the mood to even
try talking back to her. Usually he’d give her the argument she
wanted, letting her ultimately win because that was how their
universe worked. Today, in this place, after the exhausting hike
here from the bus, he just wasn’t up for it.

 


“Now, if you were paying
attention to anything worthwhile you’d see why I stopped,” Carissa
said, pointing on the row next to him.

 


Camden kicked his feet, biting his
tongue to just let Carissa have her say. He barely looked up at
her, but did turn to look down the row of seating next to him.
Roughly midway across, towards the center of the theater, the
seating was broken up by a built in table top. On that table top he
could see what had his sister so interested. It was a remote
control.

 


“Thought this wasn’t a
TV,” he mumbled, unable to resist the comment as he scooted his way
towards the table top.

 


Carissa folded her arms and followed
him. “You really are an idiot, aren’t you, Camden. All the brains
went to my side of the womb huh? It’s not a TV but that doesn’t
mean that rich kook doesn’t have it rigged to run by
remote.”

 


Camden found himself wanting to give
her a swift kick in the womb but managed to remind himself that he
never won a fight, never made the decisions, and an argument in
some guy’s fancy home theater wasn’t going to change that. Instead
he focused on his surroundings, reminded himself that it was at
least something of an adventure. He rarely got to go new places and
do new things, so even the field trip today had been a chance for
some excitement, as boring as most others had found the museum of
science and industry. This house, this mansion provided a greater
chance than any he probably ever had.

 


“Cool,” he said, picking
up the remote control. It was different from any remote he’d ever
seen, buttons laid out in a grid like any numerical ones but the
labels on each words and not numbers. The words were categories,
themes of movies, and only one word was different, the red ON at
the top of the remote.

 


“There, see,” he said,
turning and aiming the remote at the huge partially curved screen.
“I can turn it on,” he explained, emphasizing the word can with
enough attitude that Carissa smacked him in the back of the
head.

 


“You’re a true genius,
give me that remote you idiot,” Carissa said.

 


The large screen had only turned on to
a bright green, and Camden had been looking forward to trying out
the buttons, seeing if they worked. He’d never before seen a
theater with a remote like this. Having plenty of time to his own
interests, he’d seen fancy smart remotes, but not simple ones where
themes and genres of movies were how one navigated. It was a neat
concept, and if anyone deserved the chance to explore it, he did,
not his non-gadget enthused sister.

 


“Can’t I just try it out?
You can look at it in a second,” Camden said, not wanting to let
the remote go.

 


“Give it to me, idiot,
you’ll probably break it or something,” Carissa shouted, grabbing
the end of the remote.

 


Camden tightened his grip, tired of
her bitching, frustrated with the way she made his life miserable
even when they were alone.

 


Carissa gave him the evil eye, every
ounce of disgust and hate in her look as she smacked his hand and
yanked on the remote. In one little instance, he realized she was
going to get her way, just like always. Still, he had a way of
making her regret getting her way this time. Just as she smacked
his hand, yanking on the remote control, Camden released it,
smiling a little as Carissa quite literally smacked herself upside
the chin with the remote.

 


“You idiot, you did that
on purpose,” Carissa said, rubbing her jaw.

 


Camden simply shrugged and continued
to smile, enjoying the fact it was Carissa’s own insistence in
having her way that really caused her the quite overdue pain she
was now receiving. If he’d really done anything on purpose, he
thought, he probably would have thrown the remote straight at her
face, bruise that perfect deceptively cute bone structure she used
on guys so frequently.

 


“Just sit down, and not
next to me you freak,” Carissa said, slumping down into one of the
soft chairs.

 


Camden scooted over, plopped down and
stared at the screen, happy for even small victories against his
manipulative bitch of a sibling.

 


“Oh, okay, so themes,
seems easy enough,” Carissa said. She read through the list of
themed buttons, everything from romance to horror. “Comedy it is,”
she said, aiming the remote. “I think I could use a laugh right
now, Camden, and not from looking at your face.”

 


Camden frowned and looked over at his
sister as she gave a chuckle, held the remote out, pressed her
chosen theme button, and promptly vanished.

 


“What the fuck?” he
shouted, jumping up, blinking and rubbing his eyes.

 


He stared at the seat Carissa had been
sitting in, the remote control having dropped right to it as she
vanished. Slowly reaching out, he pressed his hand to the seat
surface, still feeling the warmth and proving he wasn’t going
insane. She’d been sitting right there and now… now she was simply
gone.

 


The music on the screen and actions of
some guy telling a joke in a restaurant barely even registered as
Camden felt around all over the seat, leaning down and peering
under it, standing up and looking in the row behind it. Not knowing
what else to do, he picked up the remote and looked carefully at
it.

 


Nothing looked wrong with it, though
now that he studied it, he did notice a slight crack in the plastic
housing on the end Carissa had smacked into her chin. Damn, he
thought, that must’ve been a better hit than he thought it
was.

 


“Camden… Camden…” came the
familiar voice of Carissa.

 


He looked around the theater,
confused. It wasn’t just the whole disappearing act which confused
him. Her tone confused him just as much, her voice usually having
such a sharp and near disgusted edge to it when she spoke his name.
She almost sounded afraid as he peered up towards the projection
booth then down towards the front rows where they had entered the
theater.

 


“Where are you? What’s the
game?” Camden asked, scratching his head.

 


“Camden… I don’t… I don’t
know…” Carissa said. “A restaurant or something, are you
here?”

 


Camden suddenly stood up from where
he’d been looking under the seats again. He turned and stared right
at the huge movie screen. As impossible as it was, there was
Carissa, center screen, sitting at a table by herself in the middle
of a large restaurant. While the crowd around her spoke, their
voices remained muffled, the camera zoomed in on Carissa’s table,
as though she’d just become the star in some movie.

 


“Carissa?” Camden said,
waving his hand.

 


She waved back at him, as though in
her world everything she was surrounded by remained behind her, the
side where the screen was providing an actual window to where
Camden stood watching.

 


“How the hell did you get
in there?” Camden asked, rarely speaking so bluntly to his twin
sister.

 


“I… I don’t know, I pushed
the comedy button, then blinked and I was here. You have to get me
out somehow,” she said, actually seeming a bit humbled as she no
longer demanded his help but asked it.

 


Camden looked at the remote, seeing
only the theme buttons and the power button. “Should I turn the
power off?” he asked.

 


“NO!” she shouted. “What
if that just made me vanish entirely?”

 


She had a point, he realized, though
what else could he do?

 


“Try the comedy button
again, maybe it reverses whatever happened,” Carissa said, looking
around the restaurant.

 


Camden nodded and pushed the comedy
button. In a blur the entire setting on the huge screen changed,
the restaurant vanishing and Carissa falling to her ass on the
floor as she now found herself in a dance studio, some windows
behind her revealing the skyline of a large city.

 


A man came running up, slipped and
fell, then stood up rather awkwardly and grabbed Carissa by the
hands. As Camden watched, the man seemed to be attempting a dance
move but mostly kept stepping on her feet, his expressions more
than a bit over the top.

 


“Stop it, let me go you
freak,” Carissa screamed, wincing each time the man stepped on her
feet.

 


“But the routine, we must
practice it if I’m to perform on Broadway!” the man said, his
dramatic tone as exaggerated as everything he did.

 


Carissa kicked him, pushing his hands
away. She stared at Camden standing in the theater. “What the fuck
did you do, Camden? You made it worse. Hurry up and get me out of
here, right now!” she demanded, sounding every bit the bitch sister
he’d grown up with.

 


“I… I pushed comedy like
you asked,” Camden said, holding up the remote as though showing
her.

 


“You fucked up pushing a
simple button, Camden, you could fuck up crossing the street. Get
me out of here before this idiot here breaks my damn feet,” she
shouted, fighting off the man who kept trying to dance with
her.

 


As comedic as Camden could see the
action on screen was, clearly Carissa lacked the sense of humor to
recognize her situation. Camden did though, and suddenly he was
finding himself in a position he’d never been in before. Carissa
first pressed the comedy button and for whatever reason, the bump
on her head with the remote perhaps, she ended up at a restaurant
with a comic on stage. She asked that Camden press the same button
but instead of taking her out of the movie it simply changed to a
different type of comedy, one with more slapstick humor, the kind
she hated.

 


Camden sat down in one of the plush
chairs and thought for a second, listening to Carissa bitch and
whine, hearing her shout his name along with several of her
favorite expletives. He finally had control, quite literally in the
palm of his hands. Carissa was stuck and sure, maybe he didn’t want
her stuck there forever. Still, he had been humiliated his whole
life at her hands. He had been given hell over and over, and
everyone saw him as the bad twin.

 


Maybe it was time he started actually
being the bad twin and not just being treated like one.

 


“Camden, get me the fuck
out of here, right now!” Carissa shouted, shaking and blushing
nearly as red as her hair.

 


“Sure thing, sis,” Camden
said, grinning as he looked at the buttons. He pressed his thumb
down over the horror theme button, assuming if anything should
scare some respect into her, that should.

 


Everything on the screen blurred
except for Carissa, and when the image cleared once again, a rather
menacing low building soundtrack played, thunder and lightning in
the night sky behind her.

 


“What the… where am I
now?” Carissa asked, turning and looking around at the alien
landscape she found herself in.

 


Camden pretended to be confused. “No
idea, Carissa, better look around.”

 


He grinned and watched as his cute
sister walked over to some nearby rock formations, the entire
atmosphere perfect for horror, only her bright red hair and pale
skin standing out in the greenish gray setting she found herself
in. While it wasn’t raining, there was plenty of fog, tons of
rumbling thunder and enough crackles of lightning across the sky to
keep the tension of the scene.

 


Apparently, he thought, Carissa
couldn’t hear the soundtrack. If she could, he just knew she
wouldn’t be leaning over and looking in the strange openings
between the rock formation. Camden had watched enough horror to
know when the soundtrack built up as it did, that meant something
scary was about to happen. He just hoped whatever it was scared the
hell out of his bitchy sister.

 


“Camden… I really don’t
like this place,” Carissa said, looking around, brushing her hair
from her eyes as the wind whipped down through whatever alien
planet valley she found herself on.

 


It was just as she leaned over and
really looked down into the opening among the rocks that it
happened, and even Camden jumped a little in his seat.

 


“AHHH!” Carissa screamed,
but her scream was instantly cut off as the slimy alien creature
latched onto her face, wrapping tentacles around the back of her
pretty red head and thrusting something down her throat.

 


Camden watched Carissa back up,
staggering, tripping and falling flat on her back, her hands
flailing in complete terror as she tried to pull the slimy creature
off her.

 


“Mmmphh, mmm,” she moaned,
choking and coughing sounds the best she could manage.

 


Camden could see her eyes, just barely
uncovered from the gross alien creature. He knew these types of
movies, the ones where the alien implanted stuff inside their
victims. It was cruel and torturous, he thought, but seeing Carissa
struggle and suffer like she was only made him smile.

 


She’d been a bitch and now she was
suffering.

 


As he watched, hand poised on the
remote control, Camden saw the creature begin making repetitive
thrusting movements against Carissa’s face. She was still trying to
scream but her screams came out garbled as she obviously was being
forced to swallow some sort of liquid.

 


“Damn, that’s something
you want soon forget, bitch,” Camden said, grinning.

 


On the screen, Carissa was still
moving but none of the same immediate struggle remained in her, the
creature pumping whatever it had into her, and barely a few seconds
in Camden found himself oddly pleased to be seeing his sister’s
perfect body get ruined, at least ruined from what it had
been.

 


Her throat could be seen bulging with
each swallow but that wasn’t where the real fun happened. Camden
stared at Carissa’s chest, seeing her shallow breaths, noticing the
way she twisted a bit laying on the ground. What he really noticed
though was the way her chest was expanding, along with her nice
thin cheerleading tummy.

 


“Might be too heavy for
the pyramid now, huh, Carissa,” Camden said, leaning back and
staring as the scary music still played, the lightning flashed, and
Carissa soon looked impregnated with some alien creature on screen,
her belly doming up, her tits ripping at the tight shirt she’d been
wearing.

 


Glancing down at the theme buttons, he
wondered what might happen if he changed themes in the middle of
all this craziness. Controlling his sister was too much fun so why
not go on a theme surfing binge, he thought?

 


“Action movie,” he said,
pressing the theme.

 


Instantly everything blurred except
Carissa and Camden was a little surprised to see that her bloated
belly and tits remained as they had been, everything around her
changing and the alien creature that had been attached to her
vanishing.

 


“Camden… you… you fuck,”
she shouted, spitting out whatever slime remained in her mouth.
“Look at me… look what you did to me!”

 


Camden stared and smiled. Everyone
said he was the one who was a freak; now his twin sister matched,
though nothing could compete with her for freakish, the once thin
redheaded cheerleader now seeming closer to the class slut who
obviously wasn’t too careful with her slutting around.

 


“Sorry, sis, trying
different buttons,” he said, yawning, wondering where the action in
this movie was.

 


Suddenly the normal tree line behind
her which had replaced the alien environment exploded, jets
swooping down as they bombed the entire area. Carissa was knocked
forward towards the screen in an impressively 3D looking toss which
caught Camden by surprise.

 


“Heh, that probably
stings,” he thought watching Carissa push herself up off the
ground.

 


She started to glare at him, dusting
herself off when suddenly some foreign looking soldiers came
rushing in at her.

 


“Spy, she’s a spy,” one of
the soldiers shouted, his words in a language Carissa probably
didn’t understand but thanks to the subtitles on screen Camden
could follow the action.

 


“Look at this disguise?”
the other soldier said, grabbing Carissa by the throat. “The
American pigs think we will be fooled by such pathetic attempts to
infiltrate our land.”

 


Camden grinned, enjoying seeing
Carissa on the receiving end of some old fashioned cruelty, her
abuse of him over the years definitely having desensitized him to
what the one soldier did next.

 


“Fake, see,” the man said,
balling his fist up and slamming it straight into Carissa’s alien
impregnated belly.

 


“OOOF!” Carissa gasped,
the belly literally inverting back within her, but funny enough all
the ooze or slime or whatever had been injected inside her settling
within her tits, making them grow about double their size and split
open the remaining scraps of her top.

 


“Nice, sis, that’ll make
you more popular,” Camden said, to which Carissa only turned and
glared with aching anger and frustration.

 


“Get… me… out of here,”
she gasped, staring down at what was being done to her
body.

 


Camden looked at the remote again,
considering just randomly pressing theme after theme until Carissa
had every ounce of humiliation she was deserving of, showing her
the real price of being the center of attention. He then saw one
theme button which stood out above all else, a theme he ordinarily
had little interest in, particularly if his sister was around.
Today though he had the control and she had called him a fuck up
for the last time.

 


It was time she learned the real
meaning of fucking up, he thought grinning.

 


“Here ya go, Sis, you
should be right at home here,” Camden said, pressing the button
simply labeled as Adult.

 


The bombed out jungle vanished, the
foreign soldiers disappeared, and Carissa was suddenly standing in
a relatively normal looking neighborhood. The sun was out, the
breeze was light, and she first grabbed the torn top she was
wearing, tying it off around her abused and swollen
tits.

 


“Where am I, now, Camden?
Can’t you get me the fuck out of these movies?” she
complained.

 


Camden heard the music playing, the
typical twangy chords that only played in cheap movies like this.
He also saw the man standing on his porch smoking a cigar and
watching Carissa the entire time.

 


“Maybe you should look
around, Sis, remote seems to be broken,” he lied.

 


“Dammit, you can’t even
push buttons without breaking them,” Carissa shouted.

 


“You lost, little lady,”
the man called out from the porch.

 


She jumped a little, surprised as she
hadn’t seen him there. “Uh… no, not lost,” she said.

 


The man stepped down a couple of
stairs. “Come on inside, you seem like you could use a little help,
out here talking to yourself.”

 


Camden had to laugh as he realized how
crazy Carissa must seem shouting at him when the movie characters
only saw the world around them. He also had to laugh as Carissa
walked towards him, the music continuing, the camera following
right behind her as she climbed the stairs.

 


“Listen… thanks and all,
but I am having a really bad day,” Carissa said, gesturing at her
torn shirt, the bruises and soreness clear as she stood there
before the man.

 


“Sure,” he said, puffing
away at his cigar, staring at her giant tits. “Sure, cutie, but you
just come on in. The boys and I were getting set to play a game of
poker. Pretty sure they’d much rather play poke her… provided
you’re willing to be the her.”

 


As he winked, Carissa stared at him,
suddenly realizing exactly where she was, the kind of movie this
was supposed to be.

 


“Camden, you sick fuck,”
she shouted, looking back at the screen.

 


“Boys, come on and see the
entertainment; she’s a firecracker,” the man said, several other
perfectly built muscle-bound guys all joining him on the
porch.

 


“Wait, I think you have me
confused with someone else,” Carissa said, turning back to face the
men.

 


“No confusion, honey,
you’re just fine. You want to take this inside or you itching to
get going right here?”

 


Carissa blushed and turned to stare
right out into the theater. “Camden, get me the fuck out of
here!”

 


The man smoking the cigar laughed and
looked at the other men. “You heard the lady, guess she wants us to
fuck her out here.”

 


“Kinky,” one of the others
said, “shall we flip a coin?”

 


Another guy winked. “I call
heads.”

 


The man beside him nodded. “And I call
tails.”

 


Camden stared and oddly felt
satisfied, seeing the men surround Carissa, grabbing at her body,
fondling her, squeezing her ass, thrusting eager fingers down her
jeans, tugging those jeans straight down to the floor of the
porch.

 


Even as the men began stripping their
own pants off, Camden didn’t bother changing the theme. Carissa had
been a bitch; it was time she got fucked like one. All her
directing of his life, her insistence on everything being done her
way; now Camden was in charge and he wanted damn well to make sure
Carissa remembered it.

 


“Oh… ohhhh fuck, wait…
wait… mmmm…” Carissa moaned, squeezed between two of the guys, one
man grunting a little as he grabbed her by the hips and slid his
cock inside her from behind.

 


“Ungh… honey, you’re
better than we imagined,” the man fucking her from behind said,
slamming his hips in and out as Camden listened to the porn
soundtrack kick into a faster beat.

 


“Camden… oh fuck… are you…
are you actually watching this, unhhh… unhh…” Carissa shouted,
fighting against the man whose dick was positioned near her
mouth.

 


He grinned, leaning back in the plush
theater seat. “You can take it, sis; you always said you could do
anything better. I’m sure you can do getting tag-teamed better than
anyone,” Camden said.

 


“It’s oooh… unh… fucking
too much,” she said. “It feels so good, so wrong,” she
moaned.

 


“Guess this particular
movie world is just made for pleasure huh,” Camden said, watching
as the one man forced Carissa’s mouth wide and thrust in deep,
beginning a sudden humping movement as the other man continued
holding onto her hips and fucking her doggy style.

 


“Mmmm… ohh… mmm,” she
moaned, gasping, losing herself to the pleasure.

 


On and on the purely adult themed
action went, Carissa getting fucked by all four of the men, getting
humped into three at a time, taking each and every one of them in
every hole the little slut had. Camden only leaned back and
relaxed, enjoying the passionate overstimulated sounds of his
bitchy sister finally getting put in her place.

 


It ended with her staring straight at
him, bent over the porch railing, two guys behind her pushed in
together, double dicking the little redheaded bitch with as much
stamina as only porn stars ever had, their perfectly oiled faces
and slicked back hair blurring with the pace of their pounding
thrusts.

 


“Oh… ohhh, yesss, unhhh
yesss,” Carissa moaned.

 


The money shot was the ultimate ending
to this particular adult movie, and more than a satisfying way to
change themes for Camden as he waited until the men had pulled out,
spun Carissa around and blasted her face full of sperm. Pressing
the theme button labeled as Family, the scene blurred away only to
clear up with Carissa slumped over a table in the middle of a
Thanksgiving dinner.

 


She looked exhausted, still moaning a
little, and each of her movie family stared at her in shock.
Carissa lifted her head, confused, disoriented, face and hair still
spattered with cum. “Who’s gonna fuck me now?” she asked, and from
the kitchen nearby the sound of a crashing dish hit the
floor.

 


Camden laughed, realizing Carissa took
little bits of each theme with her when he pressed the next button.
She was under his control now, finally, and after years of her
bitching cruelty affecting and changing him, Camden looked forward
to continuing to change her, to pervert her perfect little body, to
ruin her perfect little reputation, and to show her what it really
meant to be helpless and hopeless like she’d called him all these
years.

 


 


 


 


* * *

 


 



 Reilly and Grant

 


 


 


“So you think there’s
anything to the warnings about these rooms?” Grant asked, opening
the door for Reilly.

 


“I think the man meant
what he said, but do I think there’s anything dangerous here, nah…
the guy is rich, he’s used to getting his way,” Reilly said,
looking around and finding a light switch.

 


“Glad you’re so
confident,” Grant said. “I just can’t help thinking in a place like
this there’s bound to be some elaborate booby trap or
something.”

 


Reilly was too busy looking at the
room they’d stumbled into to respond. “Check this out, guy must
have a wife or girlfriend he seriously spoils,” Reilly said,
walking into what seemed to be a large changing room.

 


“Reminds me of backstage
in the auditorium at school,” Grant said, watching Reilly approach
some racks of clothing as he stepped over to a lighted mirror with
box after box and drawer after open drawer full of various creams
and makeups.

 


“The school never had
outfits like this,” Reilly said, turning and laughing a little as
she held a short black mini skirt up against her, the attached
leather corset top giving the impression of a goth
chick.

 


“Nice, I can already see
you in that one,” Grant said.

 


“Oh really?” Reilly asked,
flipping it over, looking at the size.

 


“Sure,” Grant said,
looking back at the various makeups and brushes. “You have the hair
for it, the skin, plus let’s face it you’ve always been a bit
morbidly inclined.”

 


Reilly approached him, punching him in
the shoulder. “Is that supposed to be funny, Grant? Should I be
questioning the status of our relationship?”

 


Grant looked at her, saw she was still
holding the chosen outfit. “Well, to answer your questions, no, and
we have a relationship?”

 


Reilly bumped him aside, leaning over
and looking into the lighted mirror. “Sure we do, you took me to
prom,” she said, fluffing out her thick dark hair, rubbing at her
cheek.

 


“Only because you asked
me,” Grant said. “I mean no offense, Reilly, but you’re the epitome
of dark and moody sometimes. You have the look too, might as well
go full goth.”

 


Reilly merely cut her eyes at him,
primping before the mirror. “And I suppose you’d rather I be like
some of the other girls, a giggly little bimbo, no substance at
all, huh?”

 


Grant shook his head, looking around
and over at the other clothing on the racks behind them. “Maybe
this isn’t the best time to be talking about all this, Reilly.
We’re here to snoop not snap at each other.”

 


“Clever,” Reilly said.
“See, don’t you like having a girlfriend that can recognize and
respect your catchy comebacks instead of a prissy little
slut.”

 


“So you’re my girlfriend
now huh? We went to one dance together,” Grant said, feeling some
of the material on the various dresses and outfits.

 


“You’re evading my
question, Grant.”

 


He looked back at her, shrugging his
shoulders. “Sure, I mean prissy is always bad, but I can’t say I’ve
given much thought to the slut part.”

 


Reilly gave a slow and deliberate eye
roll before looking down at all the makeups and brushes. “True to
your own stereotype, aren’t you?” she asked.

 


“What’s that supposed to
mean? I was just kidding with you, Reilly. I thought you recognized
my catchy comebacks.”

 


“Sure you were, just
saying that it’s played out. The whole high school hunk who likes
having a slutty girlfriend. It’s been done to death.”

 


“Hunk huh,” Grant said,
smirking.

 


“Done to death,” she
repeated.

 


“Well, dress like a goth
girl and I’m sure you’ll know all about death, Reilly,” Grant said,
pushing some of the hangers aside, looking at more clothes behind
them.

 


“Maybe I should, just to
teach you a lesson,” Reilly said, looking over at the black mini
skirt and leather corset. “You know I bet this would fit
me.”

 


Grant turned and looked at her.
“Snooping not shopping, remember. I doubt the guy wants us trying
on his clothes if he doesn’t want us up here to begin
with.”

 


“Well…” Reilly said. “They
aren’t really his clothes now are they?”

 


“You know what I mean,
Reilly. Just look around, no need to get ourselves in more trouble
than we might already be in.”

 


Reilly held up the miniskirt and
leather corset, looking down at her own torn jeans and t-shirt.
“Trouble is my middle name,” she said, looking over her shoulder at
Grant and quickly tugging her shirt over her head as she stared
into the lighted mirror.

 


“Can’t argue there,
Reilly,” Grant said, peering into a closet next to the many racks
of clothing.

 


Keeping one eye on Grant in the mirror
behind her, Reilly quickly tugged the leather corset on, finding
her guesstimate to be right on as it fit but fit snugly, pushing
her breasts up and out just like corsets were meant to do. She
shifted a bit, unzipping her jeans, slipping them down and quickly
grabbing the black skirt, pulling it up over her waist and
adjusting it.

 


“You should check out some
of the stuff back here,” Grant said. “All sorts of accessories to
go with the clothing.”

 


“Maybe you should check
out some stuff up here,” Reilly said, grinning as she spun
around.

 


Grant turned and did a quick double
take, eyes widening as he stared at Reilly. “You little
troublemaker,” he said, smiling, walking over towards
her.

 


“So who’s the queen of the
goth chicks now?” she asked, tossing her hair forward into her
eyes, wiggling her hips and sliding her fingers down beside the
black miniskirt, playfully flipping the bottom of it up.

 


“You know goth chicks
usually have on some super dark scary makeup to make them look even
closer to death,” Grant said, grinning.

 


“Why not, already gone
this far,” Reilly said.

 


“Wait, come on, I was
messing around, don’t go digging your fingers through his makeup.
You’re probably stretching out those clothes as it is,” Grant
said.

 


Reilly turned and straightened up,
thinning her lips, one hand up on her hip. “You saying I’m
fat?”

 


Grant felt the sweat beading on his
forehead as he stared at her. “Ah… no, I was um…
kidding.”

 


“Better be, or this will
be the shortest relationship you ever had,” Reilly said.

 


“Again, we need to define
this relationship. I thought we dated once, not ‘were’ dating
exclusively.”

 


Reilly began flipping through some of
the makeups, pulling out several. “Does that mean you have some
prissy slut on the side, Grant?”

 


“Prissy is out,” Grant
said. “Slut is still on the table.”

 


Reilly looked back at him, noticing
the way he stared at her ass, bending over in front of the mirror
as she was probably giving him a nice view of her
panties.

 


“Are you talking about
me?” she asked rather plainly.

 


“Could be, I mean, not to
offend your gothness but that outfit looks a bit sluttier the more
I see you in it.”

 


Reilly shook her head, letting her
hair all spill to one side of her face. “Not sure you’ve heard but
most girls find slutty to be an insult.”

 


Grant nodded, folding his arms and
looking around the room. “We already established you aren’t most
girls, are you Reilly?”

 


“Touché,” Reilly said,
wiggling her hips and smiling. “But don’t ever think I am a slut
even if this outfit reminds you of one.”

 


“Yes ma’am, though
seriously… it probably isn’t a good idea to mess with some makeup
you’ve never heard of or seen before. The stuff could be poisonous
or something.”

 


“Still worried about booby
traps huh?” Reilly said, standing up, taking several of the makeups
she’d collected and flipping them over, reading the ingredients on
the label.

 


“You’d rather me focus on
what that top does for your boobies, Reilly?”

 


“Hey, no leering, we’re
snooping remember,” she said, turning so he couldn’t see her chest
compressed and pushed up as it was.

 


“Just go easy on the
makeup. I really am concerned about all this.”

 


“Meh… it’s just makeup,”
Reilly said. “Been putting it on since I was ten. I think I know
how to tell the dangerous cheap stuff from the decent
ones.”

 


“Ten?” Grant
said.

 


“Not a word,” Reilly said,
turning to look at him. “Now what were you thinking, black lipstick
and dark eyeshadow? Does that suit the goth girl look?”

 


Grant shrugged. “What would I know,
I’ve never dated a goth chick before?”

 


“You dated me and you
called me one,” Reilly said, rolling her pale blue eyes at
him.

 


“Technically I said you
were pretty much one, scary and that you had the hair and skin.
Just because you have dark hair, are pale, and you intimidate the
hell out of me doesn’t mean you’re actually a goth chick. So think
about it, how would I know what makeup makes a girl
goth?”

 


Reilly cocked her head to one side,
thought about it, then nodded. “Okie, well I think dark lipstick
fits, and this stuff looks decent quality.”

 


“You’ve used the brand
before?” Grant asked, walking up behind her.

 


“No, never heard of it,
but it seems safe enough. Something called Gimbo Gloss,” Reilly
said, holding it up.

 


“That’s a funny name,”
Grant said, taking it, looking at the name, and handing it
back.

 


“Makeups always have funny
names. Anyway, little bit of dark eyeshadow and some black Gimbo
Gloss; that should finish my look. And don’t you dare even think of
saying I look slutty again. I may not be prissy but I’m still a
girl and it hurts my ego to be called names.”

 


“Hurry up though,” Grant
said. “I’m pretty sure we can’t meet back up with everyone
downstairs if you are made up like some goth girl that they’ve
never seen before.”

 


“Afraid of a little
competition huh,” Reilly said, applying the eyeshadow as she leaned
over and looked into the mirror.

 


“More like I’m afraid Mrs.
Price will clearly see that you changed looks and our snooping will
be busted.”

 


“No more busted than I
am,” Reilly said, grinning and giving Grant a sultry look with her
eye makeup complete.

 


“Cute,” Grant said,
checking out how her pale blue eyes really were set off by the dark
makeup around them, her look certainly more goth, more intense.
“But remember I’m not supposed to be staring at your bust, unless
you changed your mind in favor of slutty.”

 


Reilly elbowed him and took the Gimbo
Gloss, popping the cap off and holding it up to her nose before
applying it.

 


“Calm down and consider
this a trial at dating exclusively. Maybe I’ll scare you into that
relationship once I’m done,” Reilly said, pressing the lipstick
against her upper lip and gasping a little.

 


“What… too cold?” Grant
asked, noticing her surprise.

 


“No… just, warm,” Reilly
said, puckering her lips and smoothly applying the rest of the
Gimbo Gloss black to her lips.

 


She smacked and took a tissue from
nearby, blotting at her lips until she felt satisfied with the
overall look in the mirror.

 


“There, how’s it look?”
she asked, turning to look at Grant.

 


He smiled, studying the bold look she
now had, her long dark hair matching the dark of the lipstick, her
pale blue eyes contrasting nicely with everything else about the
way she was dressed and made up. As he looked though, Grant
couldn’t help lowering his eyes to the corset again and this time
he nearly sputtered a bit as he put a hand to his mouth.

 


“Uh… you look great but
maybe you weren’t so good at picking your size. Is a corset really
supposed to be that tight?”

 


Reilly had felt a bit of a pinch but
until she looked down, she hadn’t imagined the corset was quite so
firmly wrapped around her chest. Her breasts looked as though they
might explode upward at any second, pushed together and upward
almost to the point where more than half of them swelled up over
the leather material.

 


“Shit… my bad,” she said,
turning away and reaching back for the straps she’d pulled when
putting it on.

 


As she looked into the mirror, Reilly
couldn’t help but notice the way she looked, her eyes, her hair,
her lipstick. Strangely enough the Gimbo Gloss lipstick still felt
warm, and that warmth seemed to be spreading, but she dare didn’t
tell Grant that. He’d been freaked out enough already and if she
started talking about how hot the Gimbo Gloss made her, he’d
probably just think she was making jokes about being slutty
again.

 


As soon as she thought the word
slutty, Reilly sighed, feeling the pressure of the corset, but more
than that, feeling her nipples harden to painful levels within it.
Why was she even thinking so much about it, she wondered? More
crucial at the moment, why was she unable to get the straps
untied?

 


It almost felt as though the corset
hadn’t tightened but she had tightened within it, literally
swelling up. It wasn’t possible of course, but she couldn’t figure
out why else the straps would have pulled tighter and nearly
knotted themselves to the point that her breathing was
suffering.

 


“Reilly, you need help?”
Grant asked, seeing her struggle as she reached behind her,
fumbling with the leather laces.

 


“Er… maybe a little, like…
um, like yeah,” she said, her voice squeaking a little.

 


“Damn, Reilly, better get
you out of that soon. I swear it’s crushing your windpipes or
something,” Grant said, grabbing the leather laces and trying to
work them loose. “Or are you messing with me again and trying to
talk like a little girl?”

 


Reilly shook her head, feeling the
pulls of the laces, somehow only seeming tighter. She stared into
the mirror, one hand up over her pressure exposed breasts. More
than a few things were seriously beginning to concern her. The
warmth in the lipstick wasn’t fading, a burning which now pulsated
up and down throughout her body. Her windpipe wasn’t feeling
affected at all but she had definitely sounded different. Most
concerning of all though was clearly something Grant hadn’t noticed
and she hoped he didn’t.

 


As she held her hand and arm in front
of her chest for modesty, Reilly could almost see her chest
plumping up more and more behind it. She literally felt as though
every second she watched, her flesh was spilling out more and more,
but it wasn’t looking corset swollen; it was looking actually
swollen.

 


“These laces are just
stuck,” Grant said, yanking on one, feeling Reilly wince a little
and releasing it.

 


“They’re like… mmm, super
tight and stuff,” Reilly said, putting a hand up to her mouth as
soon as the words left her lips.

 


“Okay, Reilly, no offense,
but not the time for playing bimbo,” Grant said, wiping his
forehead and glancing at her in the mirror. “I really think you’ve
gotten yourself stuck in this corset.”

 


Reilly wasn’t playing but she had no
idea how to explain that to Grant. Her thinking was as hazy as her
balance suddenly felt, leaning forward, trying hopelessly to cover
her chest which now felt somehow double the weight she was used to
carrying around. Her voice told it all, and she heard the number of
times the word like was filtering into each and every sentence she
said. She heard the higher pitch, the girlish tone, the almost
overly bimbo mannerisms she spoke.

 


She was not playing, and that was what
terrified her the most.

 


“Unh… like… like hold on,”
Reilly said, feeling each tug and strain of Grant frantically
trying to free her from the corset.

 


“Reilly, you gotta stop
with the voice, this is serious,” Grant said, letting go of the
laces, rubbing his sore fingers together and running a hand through
his hair.

 


He looked at her in the mirror and
Reilly looked back, her eyes somewhat distant, the pale blue
beginning to seem even paler, her face somewhat slackened and her
mouth open a little.

 


“I’m… I’m like…” Reilly
muttered, staring at him and then looking back at her own
reflection. Her tits were now overflowing the corset, full massive
spills of pale white flesh barely hidden at all behind her one
arm.

 


She licked her lips, feeling the
stinging warmth within the lipstick, feeling it slide down her
throat and spread out into all corners of her body. Blinking a few
times, she looked into the mirror, then back to Grant who
definitely seemed to notice something that concerned
him.

 


“Reilly… seriously… I know
you told me not to look, but that isn’t just the corset making your
chest look big. You’re… swollen, or something,” Grant
said.

 


Reilly slowly nodded, her head
pounding with the warmth of her lips, her tits throbbing a bit as
she pushed inward, trying to contain them. Turning and looking up
at Grant, she felt strange, but more than that, she felt as though
she needed something, something only Grant could give
her.

 


“Dammit, Reilly, I knew
it… the makeup was poisonous or something. You’re having some
allergic reaction, I don’t know, but seriously what are we supposed
to do now?”

 


Reilly looked into Grant’s eyes and
felt it, felt the last of her confusion and fear fading. The warmth
inside her was melting it all away, changing more than just her
looks. She reached up and brushed some long dark hair aside,
letting her other arm drop from her chest, seeing the way Grant
almost jumped as he couldn’t help but stare.

 


Her tits were now fully overflowing
the top of the corset, her bra underneath well overgrown also as
Grant put a hand to his mouth, staring at the fat melons Reilly
seemed to have just magically grown. Her nipples were thick, dark
pink, nearly seeming to reach right out for him as she stood there,
swaying a bit, no doubt from the enormous strain those things must
put on her back. He barely managed to raise his chin and look into
her eyes, but when he did look up, the last thing Grant would have
expected was a smile.

 


“Mmm… like… I know what we
can do…” Reilly said, grinning, twirling a strand of dark hair
around as she lightly reached up and massaged her tits.

 


“Uh… Reilly,” Grant said,
her voice so high and perky, her body so pale but accented by the
darkness of her clothing and hair.

 


“Mmm yeah, like, that’s
me,” she said, giggling as though proud of herself for knowing her
name.

 


“What happened to you?” he
asked, still staring as she felt herself up, as she swayed her
little hips and tiny tummy, extending one thin leg out and seeming
to twirl her toe on the floor before him.

 


“Dunno,” she said,
shrugging. “But like… um, is it okay if we fuck now?” she asked,
girlishly, giggling.

 


Grant nearly fell back as the word
fuck left her lips. “Reilly, seriously… you gotta stop playing with
me here,” Grant said.

 


Reilly stepped forward, grabbing his
hands and pulling them to her swollen tits. She pressed his fingers
tight to her, moaning a little with the added pressure, then licked
her dark lips.

 


“I’m like not playing,
mmm… I wanna fuck. Reilly wanna fuck sooooo much, but most of all
you like know what Reilly reeeeeeally wants?”

 


Grant stared at her, unable to resist
several light fondles of her breasts, squeezing and looking down at
them, then taking in the rest of the top heavy goth girl. “Er… what
does Reilly… I mean what do you want?” he asked.

 


Reilly grinned really big and slipped
her hand forward, right against the crotch of his jeans. “Reilly
like wanna get a cock inside her. Mmm… more than one, mmm… just
like sooooo many cocks in me. Can you take me and get more cocks
inside me, Grant?” Reilly asked, massaging her fingers against his
rapidly thickening manhood.

 


“I… holy shit, Reilly… are
you serious?” Grant asked, giving in a little, letting her reach
down his jeans and slip her slender warm fingers all around his
painfully hard cock.

 


She nodded and tossed back her dark
hair. “I’m like a slutty little gimbo now,” she said, the word
popping into her mind.

 


“A… oh fuck… a gimbo?”
Grant asked as Reilly jacked him off, pulling his jeans down enough
for his cock to bounce right out into her hand.

 


“Mmm… a goth bimbo,”
Reilly said, giggling.

 


She then let go of Grant’s cock,
turned around, and bent over facing the lighted mirror. “Come on,
Grant… mmm, like stick it in me, like totally in me.”

 


Reilly reached back, flipped the black
skirt up, and rubbed her fingers underneath her panties.

 


Grant stared at her, looked up to meet
her almost vacuous empty eyes in the mirror, her mouth open in
nearly a constant moan. He stepped in behind her, lightly taking
hold of her hips, feeling how warm she was all over. “Are… you
sure?”

 


Reilly nodded, bobbing her head up and
down with excitement. “Oooh, yes please, like put your cock
wherever you want to, mmm… just like, fuck your little gimbo!”
Reilly said, sounding overly perky and thrilled as Grant’s hands
touched her.

 


“Fuck…” Grant said,
sliding his cock up against her backside. “Fine then…” he said,
grinning, accepting whatever had happened to Reilly. “You’re gonna
take every inch… right here,” he said, pressing the tip of his
thick fattened erection right into her ass.

 


“Mmm, yeeeeessss,” she
gasped. “Like do it… mmm, like shove that cock up Reilly’s little
ass!”

 


“Ungh… tight little ass,
ungh,” Grant groaned, forcing inch after inch inside her, thrusting
slowly until his balls smacked against her.

 


“Oh… oooooh…” Reilly cried
out, her voice nearly a squeak as Grant grabbed her hips, gripped
hard, and began to pull out, then push right back in.

 


“Ungh… oh fuck,” Grant
moaned, fucking her faster, faster, soon slamming every last inch
inside her tight little backdoor, staring down at her, grinning
somewhat madly as he gave into the pleasure.

 


“Mmm… yes, oh yesssss,
like totally… totally… mmm, tear Reilly up!” she shouted, shaking
all over, orgasming nonstop, sending her large tits bouncing and
sloshing so hard they crashed into the bottom of her chin with each
deep pounding penetration.

 


Grant looked at the mirror, reached
down and pulled Reilly up more to a standing position. He wrapped
his hands around her and hugged her as he fucked her deep in the
ass. Then he slipped those hands up and cradled each of her huge
boobs.

 


“Ungh… ungh… you know,
Reilly, ungh… you hot little slut,” Grant said, pounding her
faster, losing control, Reilly moaning as he called her a
slut.

 


“Maybe there was a booby
trap in this room after all,” he grunted, thrusting in deep,
shaking a little, grabbing her tits and flooding her full of
cum.

 


Laughing, Grant realized there wasn’t
just one booby trap, but two, and both were absolutely successful
in capturing his attention. He squeezed and fondled her as he
pulled out, spinning Reilly around so he could stare into her well
fucked eyes, leaning forward to push her dark lips against
his.

 


“Now how many cocks do you
think you can handle, Reilly?” Grant asked, already picturing the
buddies of his he could gather, the gang bangs this little goth
girl could be the center of.

 


“All of em, like totally,”
Reilly said, giggling.

 


Grant had no doubt she’d get all the
cocks she wanted, though dating exclusively seemed out of the
question now. Oh well, he thought, slapping her on the sore ass
he’d given her. Reilly always did get what she wanted.

 


 


 


 


 


* * *

 


 



 Sela and Gareth

 


 


 


“I’m saying that it looks
more like something from an old British science fiction show,”
Gareth said, turning to glare at his girlfriend for the fifth time
since they’d shut the door behind them.

 


“And I’m just saying that
it looks more Americanized. I mean look at the size of all this
tech, it’s clearly impractical and overcomplicated,” Sela replied,
walking over and slapping her hand down on the console where Gareth
stood.

 


“Everything in this place
is impractical,” Gareth said, folding his arms. “The tech fits the
size of the mansion. You have to admit all the tubes and wiring
look like something from the more stylish British science
fiction.”

 


“Stylish or garish,” Sela
said, folding her own arms and staring at him, their glasses
reflecting off each other.

 


“Let’s just agree to
disagree about what genre the place most looks like. You do agree
that this has to be the central core of home automation, right?”
Gareth said.

 


“Naturally, I mean, you
probably have a command center some other place in the house, since
there are no monitors here, but this has to be the brains behind
the functions in a place this size.”

 


Gareth and Sela nodded, finally
finding agreement as Gareth turned and looked at the console she’d
slapped her hands on.

 


“Rudimentary access at
best,” he said, noticing the keyboard, the keys made of metal, set
in a bright bronze finished housing.

 


Sela nodded, pushing her glasses up.
“The curious part is all the mechanisms. These gears over here, for
instance,” she said walking over to an archway about the size of an
open door. “They don’t seem to do much, not turning, but giving the
appearance of enormous clockwork. Notice the pressure valves and
hoses.”

 


“I noticed, but if we are
going to find out what this room is for, we need to put our heads
together. There has to be something we are missing, something
common that we’re merely overthinking?” Gareth said, looking back
at the keyboard and wires running back into the metal
wall.

 


Sela and Gareth had been geniuses most
of their lives, and for the better part of half of that they’d had
each other. Advanced classes, extra assignments, they’d tried every
trick in the book to graduate sooner but sometimes it all came down
to the curve. They set the upper limit on GPA at their high school
and with a student body as small as theirs they were held onto
quite strongly by the school board. Each of them were in the top
percent of students, throughout the county, but neither could quite
get a grasp on just what this room they had found was all
about.

 


“Perhaps it’s simply some
installment, an art piece,” Gareth finally said, taking a seat at
the keyboard which apparently served no purpose.

 


Sela stepped underneath the arched
opening, looking up at hinges which ran off up into the surrounding
metal panels and tubes. “Were it something of that simplicity, do
you not assume there would be an identifying plaque of some
sort?”

 


Gareth nodded. “You have a point, and
the door was far too sturdy and airtight to purely be for decor.
This room obviously has some purpose, but what? What could possibly
explain the overly complex mechanisms around us, the grand scale of
all this electronic machine hybridization?”

 


Sela leaned back, hand above her eyes,
peering as best she could into the darkness above her. The little
alcove doorway-like space she stood in was surrounded by all kinds
of tubes and wiring, the pistons and pressure valves they had
looked at countless times both up close and far away since entering
the room. So far, none of it made any sense.

 


“There’s a hum, here,” she
said, listening. “I can hear it. It’s like the thrum of motors
poised for action, in a state of rest between uses.”

 


“Perhaps that is it,”
Gareth said, looking down at the keyboard. “Perhaps the machinery
here, the tech is just in standby. Were we to see it operating it
should become quite obvious what purpose it all serves.”

 


“Undoubtedly,” Sela said,
nodding, standing with her hands on her hips and looking around at
the somewhat claustrophobic room.

 


As large as the space was, the sheer
number of massive metal tubes, clear plastic tubing, and electrical
wiring harnessed together was overwhelming. They all formed and
jointed together in a seemingly organized mess of a design which
while having some true merit creatively seemed utterly functionless
to the smart girl.

 


At school, Sela and Gareth often felt
bored, tired of the tedious dullness their classes offered. They
were smart, too smart for simple things, too smart to occupy their
minds fully, but this room was currently taxing even their
impressive IQs. Running a hand back through her hair, Sela sighed.
She idly stood, pulling her hair together, making a ponytail out of
it, then letting it loose, tapping a toe and looking
around.

 


“Are there any buttons
other than the keyboard,” she finally said. “Maybe a lever or
switch given the dated nature of some of this patched together
tech.”

 


Gareth shook his head, pushing his
glasses up as he looked her way. “Only the keyboard, but there’s no
monitor so what possible purpose could a keyboard
serve?”

 


Sela walked out from the arched
opening, looked around either side, then walked back into it,
looking straight up. “There has to be a way of starting it, of
seeing what all this looks like in motion, functioning. I just
worry that maybe it’s currently offline, cut off by another source,
the command center perhaps, wherever that might be.”

 


“But, Sela,” Gareth said,
leaning back in his chair. “If it were offline, would the lighting
and functions of the home not be working as they obviously
are?”

 


Sela shook her head. “You’re
forgetting the storm outside. It’s possible that this structure, as
tall as it is, requires multiple lightning dispersal. During such
times, the central power source for home automation might go into
standby.”

 


“Ah,” Gareth said. “I
believe I see what you’re saying but the more I think about it, the
less I’m inclined to see this tech as a power source. Those gears
over there beside you suggest movement, the pressure valves and
hoses suggest a function, an actual physical action, like some sort
of assembly line.”

 


Sela nodded. “I agree, it does feel
more like a manufacturing device, but I’ve never seen one with such
a combination of new and old technology. This archway appears to be
meaningful though; I just can’t put my finger on what it is about
it.”

 


Hands on her hips, leaning back, Sela
stared up into the darkness of the alcove, the tubes, the hinges,
the valves, everything obviously serving some purpose.

 


“Darn it, we just don’t
have all day to be translating the possibilities here,” Gareth
said, slamming his fist down on the keyboard.

 


Quite suddenly the humming grew
louder, the keyboard buzzing as little sparks shot straight up from
the individual metal keys into Gareth’s hand.

 


“Gareth!” Sela shouted,
turning to him. “Are you okay?”

 


“Yes… wait… wait there,”
Gareth said, shaking a little, voice slightly hoarse, rubbing his
fingertips together.

 


“Are you by chance afraid
that the electrical short you experienced may jump into me if I
walked over to you?” Sela asked. “Because if this is your
overprotective pride again, I probably should remind you that
electric shorts can affect the neurons in your mind without your
being fully aware of them. I really should check your eyes and
balance to make sure it wasn’t more serious than it
looked.”

 


Gareth shook his head, staring at
Sela, blinking and putting his hand back down on the console in
front of him. “Sela, sometimes you need to stop talking so much,”
Gareth said.

 


“You have to be kidding,
Gareth. You just got a jolt from that keyboard, and really who
makes a keyboard of electrical conducting material?”

 


Gareth held up a finger, hushing her
and then turned, putting that finger down on the keyboard. Sela
could visibly see little sparks flowing from the still charged
keyboard into Gareth and yet she only stood there, hands on her
hips, frustrated with why he was behaving so strange.

 


“I told you, bitch,”
Gareth said, bluntly. “Shut up. I think it’s time I gave you a few
upgrades, took our relationship to the next level.”

 


Before Sela could even utter a word,
Gareth pressed down on several keys, the machinery and mechanisms
in the entire room humming louder, churning to life.

 


“What in the…” Sela
started to say, suddenly looking up into the darkened archway above
her, the hinges moving smoothly down with electronic pistons, a
number of valves and hoses sliding down and startling
her.

 


“I always thought you
could use a little work, Sela,” Gareth said, still pressing in keys
on the keyboard, laughing as he turned and looked at
her.

 


“But…” Sela said, softly,
feeling two heavy metal clamps slamming inward and closing around
her, holding her in place.

 


As soon as she was secured the hinges
above rotated together, moving and shifting, large pneumatic
pistons pulling out from metal pipes to either side of her. She
screamed as she saw the thick needles on the ends of these
pneumatic tubes, the pressure valves attached to them.

 


“No, stop… stop this,
pleeeease!” Sela screamed, wiggling her hips, trying to break free
of the metal rings holding her in place.

 


“Always wanted my own
android sexbot,” Gareth said, grinning, still punching in
keys.

 


The shock, she thought, the shock from
that keyboard. It scrambled his brain, messed with his neurons just
as she had feared. He was acting irrationally, but none of her
realizations solved any of the predicaments she was quickly
facing.

 


“OW… no… noooo!” she
screamed as the pistons stabbed inward, needles sliding right
inside her chest and back.

 


She was impaled as more hinges lowered
from above, more hoses appearing, more needles stabbing inside her
body, and soon she could easily look down and see that body
changing.

 


“Oh… ooooh,” she moaned,
feeling the pulsating of the needles, electrical charges blasting
throughout her internal system, her flesh feeling both chilled and
cooked from the inside.

 


Fluid began to pump through the tubes,
thick oil like fluid, machine oil, artificial lubrication flowing
inside her. Sela stared and found herself falling silent as she
watched the fluid pump through her veins, her chest heaving
underneath her shirt, her breasts shaking faster and faster as she
almost began to seizure.

 


“Time for the real fun to
begin, bitch, or should I call you bitch-bot?” Gareth said, rubbing
his hands together before returning them to the
keyboard.

 


As he rapidly typed away, various
gears all around Sela turned, hoses lowering and pistons pumping.
Her clothing was grabbed in thick mechanical pinchers, torn quite
violently off her body, her nude flesh taking on a silver tint as
the fluid continued to flow inside her. Her breasts were getting
larger, fatter, jiggling and sloshing with liquid sounds Sela had
never imagined hearing from her own body before.

 


She shook more, hair sailing forth
into her face, each strand of hair taking on a slowly dark metallic
rust tint to it. She could see herself, enough of herself reflected
in the nearby metal piping that she could see just what she was
becoming. Her flesh ached all over, her tits swelling out into
obscene proportions, and her hips soon began to snap and crack as
large gears pulled at either side of her, stretching her wider,
forcing her legs to bow a little as she took on a more exaggerated
womanly shape.

 


“And now the grand
finale,” Gareth said, punching in some keys and spinning around to
watch.

 


Sela couldn’t speak, her lips parted,
her eyes wide, the pupils visibly draining to an all white color.
Her body was reshaped, her flesh turned silver, her insides no
longer feeling warm but cool. She was aware though, aware of
everything, and as the final thick needles came on pistons from
either side of her, stabbing right into her brain, she could feel
as her thoughts were rewritten, reprogrammed, her every desire and
action becoming part of a process, a mechanized series of
commands.

 


With a sudden hiss from pneumatics she
couldn’t see, all of the hoses retracted, all of the needles pulled
free, leaving fully unblemished silver skin in their wake. She
didn’t ache anymore, she didn’t feel pain at all, and as Sela
turned her head slowly, the subtle click of mechanical gears within
her, she looked right at Gareth and smiled.

 


“Sela 2.0,” Gareth said,
clapping his hands and standing up. “Are you ready to test all
functions, my little fuck bot?”

 


“Ready and willing,” Sela
said, her voice having a strangely hollow mechanical tone to
it.

 


She stepped out from the archway,
looked down, took a moment to adjust to her new shape. Sela then
walked over to Gareth, reached up with her hands and grasped her
tits, squeezing, licking her lips with programmed efficiency the
way she knew would turn a man on.

 


“Fuck me, Master, fuck
Sela-bot,” she said.

 


Gareth hardly even bothered with
foreplay, smacking his hands against her silver tits and spinning
her around. “I guess you could call this fucking your brains out,
Sela, though don’t worry, I won’t blow your circuits.”

 


Sela bent over at just the precise
angle for taking his cock. She felt as he thrust inside her, as he
grabbed her widened hips and set about a somewhat inexperienced
pace. She adjusted internally to make the experience pleasing,
squeezing in perfect time with his inward thrusts with mechanized
pussy muscles her programming told her would completely stimulate
his desires.

 


“Ungh… yes, yes, fuck…
this is so much better than you ever were,” Gareth shouted, rubbing
her soft artificial flesh, grabbing and pinching her heavy piston
pumped tits, pounding into her faster and faster.

 


The room had returned to a slight soft
hum, the sounds of slapping flesh, the somewhat distorted robotic
moans of Sela’s voice echoing against all the cool metal. She was
now machine as much as anything here was; she was now fully
dedicated to one function, and that simple function was to serve as
pleasure for Gareth’s cock, to accept it, to drain it, to provide
him with desire so that they could repeat the whole process over
again.

 


“Ungh… fuck, Sela-bot… you
are sooo good!” Gareth gasped, flooding her full of seed, her
internal processors already taking the thick protein rich sperm and
absorbing it, aiding the natural softness of her flesh, the
lubrication of her joints to further bend into whatever positions
her master might require of her.

 


The pair of them always had been
nearly machinelike in their mental acuity. Now the two just better
worked together, man and machine, with all the pleasure that such a
merger could provide.

 


 


 


 


* * *

 


 



Laurel and Miles




 


 


 


Laurel was fit and Miles was not. As
simple as it sounded, to see them was even simpler, especially
after the bus had broken down and Miles was at the back of the pack
in their hike down the wooded route 13. Only Laurel had stuck by
his side, motivating him, encouraging him, lagging behind the
others so he wasn’t alone in the rain.

 


It wasn’t that Miles didn’t appreciate
the bubbly blonde being at his side the whole time, and it
certainly wasn’t that Miles didn’t like girls. He just hated that
this day had taken a turn where so much walking was involved. First
the museum, then the hike here to this mansion in the middle of
nowhere, and now what, he thought letting Laurel open the door
they’d found? Naturally the place had to be big, had to have plenty
of stairs, and had to have the longest hall he could remember with
so many heavy doors.

 


Miles was tired, tired of walking,
tired of being reminded how out of shape he was. He knew he wasn’t
like Laurel; he wasn’t a bubbly hundred pound cheerleading, dance
squad, do everything physical and then do more type of person. Try
telling that to Laurel, he thought. The girl really believed in
motivating, though her gentle pushes of “You can do it, Miles,” or
“You’re the man, Miles,” were no longer working.

 


“Please say there are
recliners in here, beds even,” Miles huffed, breathing heavily as
he trudged into the room behind her. “Is it a bedroom, let it be a
bedroom?”

 


As he caught up with the always perky
blonde, he slowly lifted his head and looked past her.

 


“No… oh hell no,” Miles
said, backing up, staring at the glimmer in her eyes as she gave a
little laugh.

 


“See, Miles, someone up
there is trying to encourage you,” Laurel said, pointing at all the
fitness equipment.

 


Miles shook his head. “Nuh uh, you
call this encouragement, I call it torture. I’ve already walked
what, ten miles today?” he said, wiping the sweat off his
forehead.

 


Laurel smiled and slapped him on the
shoulder. “More like two, the trip here was barely a mile or so and
you couldn’t have walked more than another mile the whole time at
the museum.”

 


“Pshh… ten miles, maybe
twenty,” Miles said. “My miles are different than your miles. Gotta
double em cause I’m more than double the size.”

 


“Come on, Miles, I’m not
asking you to exercise. We’re just checking out the room, though
maybe if you stop whining I’ll tell all the others you worked out
on the equipment, that you’re getting buff.”

 


Miles raised an eyebrow, catching his
breath still from just the walk upstairs and to this end of the
hall. “You’ll tell all the others?”

 


Laurel nodded, rubbing his shoulder.
“Sure, Miles, including the cheerleaders. They like big guys
already, big buff guys, you’d have your pick,” she said.

 


Miles thought about it. It wouldn’t be
bad to impress girls like Carissa, like all the cheerleaders he
thought. Even if it wasn’t true, they’d all seen him working up a
sweat today so how hard would a little white lie be to pass
off?

 


“Okay,” he said, “I’ll
stop complaining, but make me sound good when you’re
talking.”

 


Laurel pinched his cheek and turned to
look around the room. “No problem, Miles. See, it just takes the
proper motivation and you can change your attitude about
exercise.”

 


Miles nodded, lumbering a bit over to
a treadmill. Leaning against it, he looked around. “Not changing my
attitude about exercise, just not complaining. I’m still worn out.
How many calories you think I burned today?”

 


Laurel was walking behind some of the
equipment, looking at the displays. “Maybe five hundred, you did
good,” she said.

 


“Five hundred? Come on,
that’s like french fries.”

 


Laurel laughed. “We’ll talk about your
eating another day, Miles. Trust me, you should be proud though.
You keep up the pace and you’ll burn off more calories and pounds
than you can imagine. I won’t just have to tell the girls you’re
buffing out, you’ll actually be buffing out.”

 


Miles smiled and walked the short
distance to a weight bench. “Nice, a guy can dream,” he said,
looking all around the room. “So apparently our host here keeps
fit, huh?”

 


Laurel nodded, but again looked at
some of the displays on the machines. “Assuming he actually uses
this equipment much he does. Some of these machines look brand new,
but there’s something off about the displays.”

 


Miles turned and looked behind him on
the weight bench. It was modern but didn’t have a display so he
leaned over when Laurel pointed to the one on the treadmill nearby.
“What’s up with them?”

 


Laurel shook her head, her long curly
blonde hair shaking in waves down her back. “No idea really, but
they keep flashing red.”

 


“Batteries?” he asked,
shrugging.

 


“Could be, though why he’d
have what looks like a fully equipped home gym where every piece of
monitored equipment is running low on juice I can’t say. One or two
sure, but there has to be more than twenty machines in here, a lot
for a home fitness room.”

 


“This is a lot of home,”
Miles said, definitely speaking the truth he thought as even the
columns on the front porch made him feel thin, something no home
usually ever did.

 


“True, though you know
it’s funny that he gave that talk about control or whatever because
a room like this is all about controlling yourself.”

 


Miles looked at her, wiping again at
his forehead. “You’re gonna lecture me about controlling my impulse
eating or something aren’t you?”

 


Laurel laughed. “No, don’t worry, I
was meaning that to stay in shape it takes self control. It’s not
easy, trust me.”

 


“You stay in pretty good
shape,” Miles said, realizing what he’d said and
blushing.

 


“Thanks, but it’s a
discipline. Motivation helps which is why I wasn’t gonna let you
focus on the guys messing with you during the hike from the bus. I
know you’re trying,” she said.

 


Miles nodded, still embarrassed he
mentioned Laurel’s shape. He’d never been a great one at talking to
girls, at least talking to them while recognizing they were in fact
girls. He was typically the best friend, the guy girls felt
comfortable with because he wasn’t a threat. Unlike those
muscle-bound guys who had a bit too much testosterone flowing, he
was easygoing, casual, a teddy bear he’d heard. Still, he had the
same urges any guy his age did, more than them sometimes just
because he never had an outlet for his needs. He hated even
admitting it but Laurel occupied more than a few files in his
mental images folder.

 


“I guess maybe they just
need to be recharged,” Laurel said, climbing onto an exercise bike.
“Apparently they charge as you ride, which is a nice feature,” she
commented, pedaling a little, reaching out and tapping the
display.

 


“Great, so now you’re
gonna exercise the whole time we’re here?” Miles asked.

 


“What else can we do? It’s
a fitness room, unless you’d like to call it early and make the
walk all the way back down the hall, down the stairs and wait in
the parlor for that guy and Mrs. Price?” she said, smiling at
him.

 


“We can wait,” Miles said,
nodding, just getting to where he wasn’t sore from the
stairs.

 


“Thought so,” Laurel said,
laughing, pedaling a little faster and standing up on the bike to
better adjust her stance.

 


As Miles seemed content to sit at the
weight bench, Laurel built up the charge on the first little
display, actually fascinated by how much information the little
screen offered. It counted her pedals individually, counted the
force of those pedals, the estimated miles, calories, and even the
muscle groups she was exercising, shown in a little diagram on the
screen. She’d seen plenty of exercise equipment, admittedly being a
bit of a fitness nut, but she’d never seen some like
this.

 


Just as she slowed down pedaling,
ready to climb off and head to the next piece of equipment, Laurel
saw the display glow bright green for just a moment. Assuming it
was a final readout, the display charged enough and the sensors
providing a little summary of her short ride, she leaned in and
looked at it. The words there confused her, though barely before
she could question them they faded and the display blinked
off.

 


Motivate Him, she thought, repeating
the words to herself, having no idea what that could
mean.

 


She climbed onto a recumbent bike
next, similar to the first though in a more reclined position.
Leaning back she pedaled her feet for several minutes, staring at
the little display. It was exactly like the last one, providing so
much helpful information, even as short as her ride was. As before
though, when she went to climb off, the display briefly glowed
green and she read another brief message, this one different from
the last.

 


You Know What He Wants, she thought,
curious about the words, more curious about why these displays
provided messages.

 


Maybe it was some sort of motivational
goodbye, a way the manufacturers thought of concluding an exercise
with words meant to encourage between sessions. Although if that
was the case, why were the messages so cryptic?

 


Next up, Laurel hit the treadmill,
setting the speed at a moderate pace, holding her hands up and
jogging as Miles just waved at her. Miles was a sweet guy, she
liked helping him out. She just wished he would keep it up and
exercise, burn off more calories. Guys like him deserved a bit more
respect because they’d been dealt a slow metabolism and it took
more than motivation to keep them going. As she looked at the
display, Laurel saw the graphic representation of her pulse rate,
her steps, distance, all the information the other machines had
offered. She also saw one she wasn’t entirely sure of.

 


The diagram was clearly meant to
represent her, and she found it somewhat impressive that the shape
did in fact represent a female, clearly from the chest and hair.
Maybe the machines had sensors for that, or more likely the
settings just happened to be left from the last woman to use the
machine. Either way, she couldn’t tell just what it was supposed to
be showing her.

 


Each bouncing step, she watched as the
chest area on the diagram bounced, little graphical bounces, and
that’s all it seemed to be showing. It was almost a bit crude she
thought, like some cheaply animated bouncy boobs. She hardly even
had been aware until she saw the graphics just how much her own
chest was bouncing, but then she wasn’t dressed for exercise,
having been ready for a school trip not a jog.

 


Glancing back at Miles, she wondered
whether he’d noticed as well, slight embarrassment at the idea that
Miles might have been staring at her boobs, not that he was a
creepy perv or anything, she thought. Slowing down, using her
sleeve to wipe her face, Laurel again saw a green flash on the
display but this time the message definitely was more than just
strange. This time it was almost insulting.

 


He Likes Your Tits, she read to
herself, looking around, waving back to Miles as he waved but
seemed otherwise clueless as to her concern.

 


The message had disappeared as soon as
she looked back and Laurel almost managed to convince herself it
was just imagined, until of course she finished up on the next
machine, a stair stepper. Having just finished another couple
minute climb, she started to step off the machine and the now
familiar green flash caught her attention. She leaned in to read
the words and felt her heart skip a beat.

 


He Wants Your Pussy, she read, reading
it twice just so she could make sure she wasn’t going crazy. The
words vanished before she could even look Miles’ direction,
intending to ask him to check the perverted messages on these
displays out. When she did look his direction, Laurel found herself
oddly thinking about him as the He the messages referred to. Did he
like her tits, did he want her pussy?

 


Shaking her head, feeling flush all
over, she moved to another machine, now purely trying them out to
see the messages, wondering just what creepy words might appear
next. This machine was a rowing machine, the kind even she’d never
used, but it wasn’t all that difficult to master at least for a
short minute or so trial.

 


By the end of it, she was almost
nervous to get up, especially when she saw the same green flash,
each time the green seeming just the least bit brighter, and each
time the message definitely reading a bit more crude and
explicit.

 


She stared at the words, her mouth
actually open a bit, eyes wide. Motivate Him With Your Pussy, she
read to herself, feeling tingles throughout her body, looking over
at Miles and noticing how he seemed to just be watching her make
the rounds on the machines.

 


Laurel shivered a bit, shaking her
head, tossing back her curly blonde hair as she smiled back at him,
left the rowing machine and moved to another in the line. This one
was an elliptical machine, which wasn’t too different from the
bikes, but required moving her arms as well. It was a better
workout she thought, and sure the display gave great helpful
information anyone could use, but the entire time she only had one
thought on her mind. What would it tell her next?

 


As she sped right through the ride,
barely giving it a full minute, she stopped and waited. Sure enough
the bright green flash caught her attention, the green actually
bright enough to leave spots in her vision this time. She blinked
them away as she read the words, her heart beating faster just from
the meaning of those words.

 


Exercise His Cock, she read, breathing
slower, forcing herself not to look too surprised. With phrases
like these, she actually no longer wanted Miles to read them. They
were getting increasingly beyond the limits of acceptable, even as
a joke.

 


The next machine worked her arms above
her head, and the entire time Laurel stared at the display,
awaiting the green flash. She noticed Miles watching her, probably
wondering why she hadn’t been saying much, maybe just enjoying
watching her work out. He was a guy after all, she thought. Guys
liked watching girls work out, she realized.

 


It was probably just because he wanted
her pussy, she thought, nearly falling off the machine as she
thought it. Shaking her head, trying to get the messages out of her
mind, she looked up just in time to see the green flash of light,
this time almost a short strobe light effect. As she blinked and
read the display, Laurel knew something weird was going
on.

 


You Want To Fuck Him, she read, oddly
amused for a second to see the word Fuck on a display of fitness
equipment.

 


Shaking off the humor of the word, she
couldn’t get the idea out of her mind that the Him this equipment
kept referring to was Miles, as though somehow the displays knew it
was just the two of them in this room.

 


Whatever the case was, she wanted to
rush to the next machine, not even sure why her fascination was so
strong, simply needing to read whatever it said next. After the
brief trial run of another machine, she stared at the screen,
holding her breath, waiting, and then breathing easier as the green
now brightly flashing light flickered for several seconds, her eyes
adjusting to the light and focusing on the words which
appeared.

 


You Need To Fuck Him Now, she read,
almost letting loose a short moan, just the words sending ripples
of pleasure within her for reasons she couldn’t even begin to guess
at.

 


“Everything okay, Laurel?”
Miles asked, and just the sound of his voice made her squirm a
little.

 


“Sure, sure fine,” she
huffed, quickly climbing on the next machine, trying to push all
thoughts of him aside.

 


“You’re kinda making my
head spin, Laurel,” Miles said.

 


“I am?” she asked, looking
over at him as she started moving her legs and hands on the next
piece of equipment.

 


Miles nodded. “Yeah, you’re running
around this room so fast trying out all the machines. You must
really like burning calories or something.”

 


Laurel nodded, smiled, then grit her
teeth and looked at the display on the machine in front of her. She
had to stay calm, not give in, and especially not tell Miles what
the displays on these machines kept saying. She had no doubt now
the Him the machines kept mentioning was Miles, but telling him
would only embarrass him and Laurel never embarrassed guys who
simply needed a bit more motivation to exercise.

 


When she was climbing off the machine,
body tingling all over, Laurel noticed the flashing green light,
her eyes drawn to it by habit now. She wasn’t even as surprised by
the words there as she knew she should be. Instead she just found
herself reading them, repeating them, nearly speaking them out
loud.

 


Fucking Him Burns Calories, she
read.

 


Despite the inappropriateness, she
thought, the words spoke the truth. As she was on the next machine
and the next machine after that, she began to realize that all the
messages spoke truths, just some truths she never thought of
before.

 


He Wants To Fuck You Hard, she read.
He Needs To Fuck You Unconscious, she read. And the final message
sent her to a point she no longer could avoid being noticed
reacting to. You Must Let Him Fuck You Forever, she read, squeezing
her thighs together, moaning, licking her lips, and looking right
at Miles.

 


“What’s the buzz about?”
Miles asked, seeing the almost frantic look in Laurel’s eyes as she
walked right up to him.

 


“You,” she said, breathing
heavily, lightly stroking a finger up from her hips to the side of
her chest.

 


“Um… okay,” Miles said,
letting his eyes drop to where her finger was. “Wait a sec,” he
quickly added. “You’re not gonna push me on these machines are you?
Man, I knew it, listen no offense, Laurel, but some of us just
aren’t cut out for this kind of stuff.”

 


“You need to burn
calories,” Laurel said, still seeing little green halos of light as
she stared into Miles’ eyes, pushing harder against her left breast
now, rubbing that one finger up and down, then bringing it down to
the bottom of her top.

 


“I know… I know, but come
on, I walked all day it feels like,” Miles said, stuttering just a
bit as he noticed Laurel lifting the bottom of her top as she
stared at him.

 


Laurel smiled. “I can motivate you,”
she said.

 


“Yes, that’s true,” Miles
agreed. “But unless you have a steak dinner you’re offering, not
much gonna get me off this bench before we head back
downstairs.”

 


Laurel pulled her top up, flashing her
bra clad tits right in Miles’ face. “You can have these, Miles,”
Laurel said, licking her lips.

 


“I… huh?” he said, barely
able to form words as her perky boobs bounced a little from her
movement.

 


“You can have me, Miles.
Would that motivate you to burn calories?”

 


Miles stared at her for several
seconds, then looked at the machines. “Er… which machines would I
need to work out on for that?”

 


Laurel shook her head. “Fucking burns
calories, Miles.”

 


Miles nearly fell backwards off the
weight bench. “Come again,” he said almost in a whisper.

 


Laurel pulled her shirt fully off and
reached behind her back, unclasping her bra. As it hit the floor,
she shook her tits, letting some curly blonde hair settle around
her nipples and smiling at the out of shape boy. “I want you to
burn calories, Miles. I want you to burn so many calories. Just
fuck me, Miles, fuck me hard… never stop fucking me,” Laurel said,
feeling the thrill with each word she spoke, with each movement she
made, stepping closer, leaning down, rubbing her tits against his
shoulder as she whispered in his ear.

 


“Buh…” Miles
mumbled.

 


“You can fuck me till I
pass out, Miles,” Laurel said. “You can keep right on fucking me
even when I’m out cold,” she added, licking her lips. “Just use me,
Miles, use this body like a piece of fitness equipment, do it… and
burn those calories.”

 


Miles felt her hand sliding down into
his lap, jumped a little as she grabbed through his pants, having
little difficulty finding his hard cock.

 


“Wait…” he suddenly
said.

 


Laurel rubbed at his cock, but looked
up at him, grinning. “You can do anything you want to me, Miles.
Don’t you just wanna shove all of this in my tight little pussy?
Don’t you just wanna pump into me again and again, burning away all
those nasty calories, using me over and over?”

 


Miles nodded slowly, barely muddling
through a response. “I… sure… but… um… I might hurt you,” he said,
looking down at his bulk.

 


Laurel laughed, a flirty laugh Miles
had never heard before. She then released his cock, stood up and
stepped back, unzipping her skintight pants, sliding them off,
wasting little time and tugging her panties down. “Hurt me, Miles,
abuse me, fuck me so hard you feel like you might break me, mmm…
just burn those calories.”

 


As soon as she was nude, Miles barely
could breathe, much less blink. He stared at her tits, her tight
little pussy, her toned legs, her nice hips. He stood up and walked
toward her, shuffling a bit as his pants fell down, his erection
making walking more difficult than hiking the mile here
did.

 


As soon as Miles touched her, felt her
soft supple flesh, he knew that walking wasn’t what he needed to
focus on right now. Fucking was a lot more enjoyable than walking,
and apparently it burned off calories.

 


Grinning, Miles grabbed hold of Laurel
and lifted her into the air. A few minutes later, Laurel could be
heard shrieking at the top of her lungs, Miles lifting and lowering
her on his cock, slamming her down as hard as he could, letting her
ride him, making her ride him, nudging every last inch of his thick
cock all the way inside her dripping little pussy.

 


“Unhhh… unhhh, that’s it,
Miles. You’re the man, Miles! Unhhh… you go, Miles,” Laurel shouted
encouragement at him.

 


This time her encouragement wasn’t
even needed, he thought, but who was he to argue with accepting a
little praise? In time, their trip back downstairs was forgotten,
and Miles found a motivation and energy like he’d never found
before. He just kept going, changing positions, bending Laurel
over, leaning her back, doing her on the floor, against the wall,
over the weight bench, and true to her word, Laurel never stopped
taking everything he could give her.

 


Even as Miles grunted, slamming his
cock deep inside her already well stuffed little pussy, watching as
she merely gasped with pleasure, sound asleep and clearly
exhausted, he realized that a few hours of this each day and he’d
be buffer than the best looking guys in school in no
time.

 


It was all thanks to Laurel, the hot
little blonde cheerleader who gave new meaning to the word
motivation.

 


 


 


 


 


* * *

 



Tatum and Lee




 


 


Many of their fellow seniors might
have called Tatum and Lee the ones most likely to run to the
teacher and tattle on their little plan of exploring Grey Manor.
The truth was that yes, Tatum was the good girl who started nearly
every club the rest of the seniors chuckled at behind her back.
Whether it was the Abstinence Club, the Religious Charity Club, or
the Community Service Club, no one joined by choice, with the one
exception of Lee.

 


Lee was sometimes seen as being the
male equivalent to Tatum’s sickeningly good girl persona, but when
it came right down to it, he was really just a guy with a crush,
doing whatever it took to stay close to the girl he ironically knew
would never let him touch her. Whatever the impending status of
their friendship was, the two of them had paired off nearly right
away when the first of their fellow students had the immediate idea
to head off and check out those twenty-five rooms.

 


For Tatum, she wasn’t going to let her
senior year end with her being hated, being the chaperone spy and
ruining what seemed at most like some innocent fun. All they were
doing was exploring some rooms, and really, she thought, what could
possibly happen in under a half

hour?

 


“Got the light,” Lee said
from somewhere behind her.

 


As soon the large dome lights above
began coming on, flashing on quickly one after the other, Tatum
just stared. She’d expected the room to be large, to have many
things in it, but she wasn’t anticipating this kind of stuff, even
if it did look like a very impressive collection.

 


“Wow, check this out,
guess that guy’s into custom bikes or something, huh?” Lee asked,
walking up behind her.

 


Tatum pulled away as Lee tried to
place an arm around her. She’d already done so several times today,
from the museum to the bus to the walk here under umbrellas. “Guess
he does,” she said, rather softly.

 


Lee sighed as she pulled away but
smiled all the same. He’d long ago accepted that Tatum was an
impossible girl to ever catch, at least unless he went the full
distance with a ring someday down the road. He noticed her shiver a
bit and wished he’d brought his jacket instead of leaving it back
on the bus. As much as he liked seeing her pure and virginal body,
filing away the images for later, he still considered himself a
decent guy.

 


“So how did he get these
things in here?” Tatum was asking, walking up to the first
display.

 


Lee shook off the thoughts of her body
and looked at the bodies of seven custom choppers, each one
standing on a raised platform, each one different and yet all of
them polished perfectly clean and bright shining under the lights
from above.

 


“Probably through there,”
he said, pointing up towards the ceiling.

 


Tatum looked up at the huge skylight,
the sky outside dark and foreboding.

 


“You think? I guess that
took a crane or something,” she said, stepping over beside the
first bike.

 


“Probably, the way this
guy lives I wouldn’t put it past him if he had his own crane
somewhere around here.”

 


Tatum just nodded, always the quiet
one, usually the shy one as well. “We should remember him during
the Charity Drive next month,” she said.

 


Lee laughed. “Yeah, if the guy isn’t
peeved we sneaked off and checked out his choppers.”

 


Tatum glanced back at Lee, clearly
worried, hugging her bare shoulders, tugging her collar up a little
as she seemed almost embarrassed.

 


“Don’t worry, Tatum,” Lee
said, seeing her head bowed, her dark hair hanging in her eyes. “He
won’t find out, and before you say it again, we aren’t doing
anything bad. A little looking around never hurt
anyone.”

 


She nodded but Lee could see she
wasn’t fully comfortable. Tatum was rarely comfortable it seemed,
particularly in situations which either had her alone with a boy or
doing something not entirely by the rules. This little visit to the
Chopper Display room apparently was just the perfect mix of all
things bad for her, no matter how innocent the curiosity
was.

 


“Check it out, see, no
harm,” Lee said, jumping up onto one of the platforms and walking
up to the nearest custom bike, the seat made of custom sewn
crocodile, the tank dark black with yellow flames and chrome
accents.

 


“Lee… be careful, we
should just look, don’t touch,” Tatum said, holding a hand out as
though waving him down from the display like a parent.

 


Touching the cool smooth polished
surface of the tank, Lee initially planned to relent to her wishes.
He usually always did, but something about the chopper and the
display tickled at a thought in the back of his mind. He’d filed
away dozens of mental images of Tatum, her good girl body really
doing it for him over the years. Something about adding a certain
mental image to that file really appealed to him the more he ran
his fingers over that chopper.

 


“Hey, come on up here,
Tatum, don’t worry, come see,” he said, smiling, motioning her next
to him.

 


“We should just stay away,
what if we accidentally tip it over or something?” Tatum said,
cautiously and somewhat hesitantly stepping up the stair to the
raised platform.

 


Lee looked around at the other bikes,
then back at Tatum, reaching out to take her hand. “Look, the bikes
are all propped up and secured. See the cables down below,” he
said, pointing at the kickstands and then the steel cables coming
up from the platforms and wrapping around the frame of the
bikes.

 


Tatum nodded and ducked her head down,
spending more time looking at her feet than the bikes or
Lee.

 


Lee lightly took her hand and placed
it on the tank. “See, feel that, it’s power, raw custom power. Even
you gotta admit there’s a little thrill to it, right?”

 


Tatum pulled her hand away from Lee’s
looking at the tank as she touched it. “I guess,” she said, petting
it as though it were a kitten.

 


“I just really respect the
artistry that goes into these custom bikes,” Lee said. “You know my
father was always into them, never told you that I don’t
think.”

 


Tatum shook her head, looking over at
Lee with wide innocent blue eyes, brushing some of her dark hair
aside. “You don’t talk about him much,” she said.

 


“Not much to talk about,
haven’t lived with him in years. Anyway though, you know what you
should do, and don’t just automatically say no. Trust me, you won’t
get in any trouble at all.”

 


“What?” Tatum asked, still
petting the tank of the chopper, oddly enjoying the cool smooth
feel of it on her skin.

 


“Sit on it, just for a
minute, I bet no one ever would expect you to be seen sitting on a
chopper, especially one like this,” Lee said, pointing towards the
devil horns on the front of the trees supporting the front
tire.

 


“I can’t do that, it’s not
mine,” Tatum said. “What if I got caught?”

 


Lee smiled, and pat her shoulder.
“You’re with me, no one else is here. Besides, would I let you get
in trouble?”

 


Tatum looked at the bike, frowned a
bit as she noticed the chrome horns, then raised her eyes towards
Lee. “I don’t even know how to get on.”

 


Lee laughed. “It’s just like climbing
on a bike, though bigger I guess. You’ve been horseback riding
before?”

 


Tatum nodded and Lee tried to mentally
picture that, mostly finding himself focused on the gallops, the
bounces, her pure young body jiggling in places he knew she would
blush at. Shaking off the fantasy, he pointed. “Just take hold of
the handle right there and use it as leverage to swing one leg
over. It’s really not that hard,” he said.

 


“Are you sure?” Tatum
asked, looking at the floor again, barely looking up at
Lee.

 


“Sure, no worries at all,
Tatum. And hey, I’ll even snap a pic with my phone and send it to
you. Promise, no one else will see it.”

 


As Lee pulled his phone from his back
pocket, Tatum bit her lower lip nervously and reached for one of
the handles of the bike. She’d never been this close to real
choppers before, having only seen them on television shows or
movies. Even when watching them she was intimidated, whether it was
the loud engine, the scary look of the graphics on them sometimes,
or just the rough looking characters who often hung around them.
She’d always kept to herself, kept focused on good things, innocent
things, and this little excursion to explore someone’s home was
about the worst thing she ever let herself do.

 


“It’s big,” Tatum said,
pulling one leg up, stretching her dress up over her knees as she
began struggling to push it over the seat which raised up as it was
did make it slightly more challenging.

 


Lee just waved her on, staring at her
legs, having rarely seen her bare legs before. He was a decent guy,
but all guys still had needs and he kept his needs nicely safe and
secure in his imagination. Today it seemed, he was getting extra
fuel for that imagination.

 


“Unhh…” Tatum grunted,
pulling a bit, barely managing to slide up and over, onto the seat,
her other leg dropping to the opposite side of the fancy chopper.
“There… whew,” she breathed.

 


“You look great, Tatum,”
Lee said, and he meant it. She looked pretty intensely hot, dress
tugged up, legs wrapped around it, the stretch of the chopper
forcing her to stretch and arch her back a little. With her dark
hair and light skin contrasting against the bold colors in the
chopper, she looked both out of place and just right. It was an
image he knew he’d not soon forget, though now to capture it with
his phone.

 


“Well,” she said, “take
the picture and help me off please. It feels strange being on
this.”

 


“Strange? Don’t worry, you
won’t fall off,” Lee said, trying to frame the picture in his phone
as he moved around off the side of the platform.

 


“No, I mean, it’s warm…
feels warmer as I sit here,” Tatum said.

 


“It’s probably the seat
and those lights above you,” Lee said, still unable to fully get
all of her and the chopper in the picture. “Say, can you lean
forward a little, maybe grab the handles and hold on or something
so you aren’t off balance? I can’t fit you all in the
screen.”

 


Tatum bit her lip and looked at the
tank, the bright flames, the dark black seeming like a tar pit. “I…
I guess, let me try,” she said, slowly pressing forward, feeling
more than a little embarrassed as her chest touched the tank, the
stretch of it requiring a girl her size to practically hug it as
she reached for both of the handles.

 


“Unh… it’s weird how
anyone drives these,” she said, practically straddling the tank as
she scooted a bit and leaned forward more.

 


“Most of the drivers are
probably taller than you, Tatum, but you look great. You’re almost
in frame,” Lee said, holding the phone up, pressing his fingers
over the screen to better enjoy the way Tatum looked all stretched
out with her hands up as they were.

 


Just as Tatum finally filled the frame
and right when her hands both gripped the handles, one of the
loudest engines Lee had ever heard revved to life, the chopper
shaking wildly and Tatum instantly grabbing on with hands and
thighs from pure fright.

 


“What happened?” Tatum
screamed, the bike revving over and over again, her hands twitching
as she unknowingly held the throttle.

 


Lee dropped the phone and ran up to
her, terrified that the sound would quickly draw everyone else and
not only would they get in trouble but Tatum would probably get
humiliated as well. None of those outcomes boded well for his
friendship with Tatum since he was the one who pushed her into
this.

 


“Calm down, don’t turn
your wrist, it’s revving the engine, Tatum,” Lee shouted over the
ear shattering growls of the chopper.

 


She lightened up her grip but seemed
to be panicking, her bottom lip pulled in, her legs trembling as
she squeezed tighter at the body of the bike.

 


“I… I don’t know what… I
did,” she said, her voice vibrating wildly as the rest of her
was.

 


Lee had to admit, for a split second
seeing her on a chopper with the engine running and with her pure
body getting jostled around as she hugged it, he sorta had to
smile. It was an impulse reaction, mostly from that part of him
where mental images of his most wanted crush resided.

 


“You must have hit a start
button,” he said. “Some of these custom choppers have push button
starts. Look around, see if you see it,” he called out over the
still loud and revving engine.

 


“I… unhhh… oooh, Lee,
something isn’t…” Tatum moaned, swaying a little but holding firm
to it, unable or unwilling to release both hands from the handles,
the stretched length of the chopper having forced her chest flat
into the surface of the tank.

 


As Lee stared, he couldn’t help but
notice the way Tatum was almost writhing a bit, rubbing her chest
up and down with such vigorous vibrations that her dress pulled
lower, her cleavage became more prominent, and parts of her he’d
never gotten an actual look at came into view.

 


He stepped up right beside the bike,
glad at least that her feet couldn’t reach the pedal which would
otherwise send the bike careening off the platform no matter what
kinds of cables held it in place. As she finally seemed to slow
down her reflex tugs on the handle revving the bike up and down,
Tatum simply lay there, chest crushed tightly to the tank, eyes
closed, body shaking violently all over in time with the heavy
idling of the chopper.

 


“Tatum, catch your breath,
you need to sit up so we can see if you pressed a start button on
the tank,” Lee said.

 


Through heavily lidded eyes, Tatum
looked over at Lee, the blue of her eyes so bright, the look in
those eyes different from any he’d ever seen her have.

 


“Oooh, Lee… mmm, I think…
mmm… oooh,” she moaned, shaking a little, squeezing her thighs as
hard as she could into the body of the bike beneath her.

 


“What is it; are you
okay?” Lee asked, speaking loudly not just to cover the idling
chopper engine, also beginning to get genuinely concerned about
her.

 


Tatum nodded and then did something
which completely caught Lee by surprise. She laughed, and it was
the most unexpected sound, her laugh unusually flirty, almost
aroused seeming, which coming from her lips seemed so foreign, so
strange that he actually barely registered the way she was moving
until she said something.

 


“I think… mmm… I think I
came,” Tatum said, wiggling her hips, squeezing the bike, arching
her back just enough to pull her chest from the tank before
smooshing it back down on it.

 


Lee stared at her, barely recognizing
the innocent virgin in that expression she held, her eyes wide, her
lips curling into a grin, her hands stretching and giving short
little revs as she thrust her body slightly in the seat.

 


“Tatum?” he said, not even
sure how to follow what she just told him.

 


“Touch me,” Tatum said.
“Touch me, Lee… mmm, I’m soooo warm!”

 


Lee blinked and reached out, mostly
intending to lift her closest arm, assuming the push button starter
must be somewhere on the tank and she likely just bumped it when
leaning over so much. He still couldn’t get over what seemed to
have happened to Tatum from the simple vibrations of the chopper.
He knew it seemed completely possible, but he’d never anticipated
getting the class virgin on a bike and having her orgasm right
there in front of him.

 


“Here, just let me see if
we can turn it off,” Lee said, taking hold of her left arm. As soon
as his fingers touched her flesh, he felt what she had been
saying.

 


She wasn’t just warm, she was burning,
her skin so hot to the touch he tried to pull his fingers away, but
something kept his grip locked in place.

 


“Tatum… Tatum, shit,
what’s happening,” Lee shouted, staring up at her, looking at her
arm, feeling the tingling spread throughout his own flesh as he
watched her arm literally begin to burn from within.

 


The black marks of heat seemed to
spread and before he knew it, Lee was recognizing that Tatum’s pure
virginal flesh wasn’t actually burning, at least not in the painful
sense. No, he thought, staring and feeling his own body tingle all
over. Her arm was getting tattooed.

 


He blinked, looked into her wild eyes,
her mouth open, tongue out, thrashing around her lips with crazed
desire. He then watched as black thorns seemed to appear from
beneath where he gripped her arm, winding their way in tattooed
perfection up and around her pale flesh to her shoulder.

 


“Tatum… this is, this
isn’t possible…” he shouted.

 


“Oooh, anything is
possible, mmm…” she moaned, sitting up, releasing her right hand
finally from the throttle as the chopper idled and she pulled
back.

 


“You’re… the… the
tattoos,” he said, pointing as his hand finally slipped loose from
her arm.

 


Tatum hugged herself, forcing her
breasts up even more into view, their fullness something Lee had
never accurately imagined. As those plump milky white orbs bounced
and squeezed in her self-inflicted hug, Tatum just smiled at him,
the innocence gone from that overly aroused expression.

 


“I like it, mmm… but I
want more, Lee… more!” she practically shouted.

 


“M…more what?”

 


Tatum licked her lips and wiggled her
hips as she pulled one leg up, then managed to carefully roll over,
twisting around and staying on the seat of the bike, laying back so
her dark hair spilled out across the tank. With her as she now was
positioned, one of her legs fell to the side and the other kicked
up over the back tire of the chopper, her eyes quickly finding Lee
again.

 


“Climb on, Lee, mmm… I
know you’ve wanted to ride me for a long time,” Tatum
said.

 


As Lee stood there and stared, he
noticed the tattoos creeping down her right arm, growing like ivy
around her elbow and down to her wrist. He stared into Tatum’s
nearly glowing blue eyes, her body stretching and positioned so
tightly pressed to the chopper that her dress had pulled up close
to her hips and one of her shoulder straps had fallen down near the
center of those thorn tattoos he’d been touching.

 


Tingling settled in his body, the
vibrations pushed through her body and into his as he first grabbed
her. Where that tingling settled the most was not unexpected, not
given the mental pictures his mind was snapping away constantly
now, especially not given what Tatum had just said.

 


“I… you’re a…” Lee
muttered, even as he said it, stepping closer to the girl laying
back on the chopper.

 


Tatum grinned, reaching over and
grabbing the top of her dress, looking down at her chest as she
pulled it down and squeezed one of her tits, pulling it, fondling
it, tugging it into complete exposure before looking back at Lee.
“A virgin? I won’t be when you’re done with me will I?”

 


“Wha… huh?” Lee stuttered,
already pulling his belt loose, letting his pants drop.

 


“Come on, Lee, make me a
bad girl,” Tatum said. “Fuck me right here, fuck my little virgin
cunt until you stuff it full of cum, then fuck it again and again.
I want you doing things to me only a dirty biker slut would enjoy,
mmm… pass me around to the entire school if you want. Just hurry up
and fuck me!”

 


Climbing on the bike was awkward but
worth it, Lee realized. As much as he worried about falling off, he
wasn’t focused on the chopper. He was focused on the hotter than
sin good girl who no longer wanted to remain good. Sliding between
her outstretched legs, Lee reached forward and grabbed her tits,
one in each hand, using them to better support himself as he pushed
his cock up against her panties.

 


“Ooh, Lee… stick it in me,
fuck that dick in my little cunt,” Tatum said, her words sending
him over the edge as he grinned and roughly crushed both of her
tits up and down, feeling how warm they felt, a warmth which only
grew until he let go, finding her nipples each suddenly pierced by
metal studs which weren’t there before.

 


Tatum reached down as best she could,
grabbed the edge of her panties under her pulled up dress, and
tugged those panties just enough to the side that Lee could push
forward.

 


“Ungh… oh fuck, Tatum,”
Lee grunted, slowly shoving his way inside her, feeling the
tightness, the pop of the good girl going away, and listening to
her immediate moans and dirty depraved cries of
pleasure.

 


“Yesss… fuck me, fuck that
fat cock inside me, fill me up, ride me like a fucking biker
bitch,” Tatum shouted, voice going hoarse as Lee began to lunge
forward, sliding her cute little ass up and down with each and
every thrust inside her.

 


Lee couldn’t believe what had become
of the sweet little shy girl he walked in the room with, what had
become of the girl who vehemently defended the school Abstinence
Club, probably the only girl in school who actually abstained. She
was writhing uncontrollably, hugging Lee to her, flexing her thighs
and forcing every inch of his cock further and further inside
her.

 


“Mmm… yesssss,” she
sighed, barely five minutes after Lee began the best chopper ride
of his life.

 


He exploded within her, fucking as
hard as he could, hardly going soft as he stared at the little slut
she had become, the hot tattoos on her pale and once pure clean
flesh, the nipple rings, the little studs which had appeared on her
cheek or lips each time they kissed. Tatum was already fucking back
at him, keeping him inside her, never wanting to end her ride, the
custom bike idling beneath them.

 


Lee no longer cared if anyone else
heard them, if anyone came running to see what was happening. He
had to imagine the only ones Tatum cared about seeing her were guys
and the way she was talking she’d just ask those guys to fuck
her.

 


“Unhh, unhh… unhhh,” Tatum
moaned, moments later, fucking up at Lee, not even letting him
thrust as she simply lunged her once inexperienced hips right at
him, impaling herself again and again as he only got harder inside
her.

 


The good girl had gone full slut, he
thought. The good girl that was Tatum had gotten tattooed, pierced,
and fucked. She belonged on this bike, because she’d been ridden
hard and custom inked. Tatum had truly been choppered.

 


 


 


 


 


* * *

 


 



Katelyn and
Jimmy




 


 


“This stuff is hilarious,”
Jimmy said, poking the crazy looking gun on the little
pedestal.

 


“It’s silly alright,”
Katelyn added, bending over to better look at the little ray gun in
front of her. “You suppose these things might be from the movies or
something?”

 


Jimmy turned and looked at her,
holding the super soaker like brushed metal gun he had been poking.
“Like movie props, well at least that would explain why the guy has
an entire room of them. Hey, check me out, I’m gonna zap
you.”

 


Katelyn looked over her shoulder.
“Heh, put it back, Jimmy. Let’s not break Mr. Grey’s
toys.”

 


Jimmy grinned and pretended to fire,
then lowered the gun. “This stuff seems pretty solid,” he said,
hefting it. “Quality made whatever they’re supposed to
be.”

 


Katelyn stood up and walked back over
to him, poking him in the chest as she walked past. “You know if
you spent less time playing around with them and just read the
little labels you might at least find out what they are… I mean
what they’re supposed to be.”

 


Jimmy stuck out his tongue, he and
Katelyn having been best friends since preschool, playing games
back then, still playing games today. He returned to the pedestal
he’d taken the large gun from, Katelyn already bent over, eyes
thinned as she focused on the tiny little engraved letters on the
small metal plate.

 


“See, right here, Risk
Ray,” she said.

 


“Risk Ray,” Jimmy said,
looking at the gun. “What the hell is a Risk Ray? Does it say it’s
from a movie or something?”

 


Katelyn shook her head. “No, just says
what it does, or ya know, what it’s apparently supposed to
do.”

 


Jimmy scooted in beside the thin
blonde girl, butting her aside with his hips, grinning. “Hmm… let’s
see,” he said, studying the little metal plate. “According to this,
ah… the Risk Ray disables the part of the brain associated with
risk, resulting in unusually daring behavior and lack of concern
over consequences.”

 


He stood up and laughed. “What a joke,
what movies were these things even used in? I’ve seen all the
cheesy science fiction you can imagine and don’t remember anything
looking quite like the stuff in this room.”

 


Katelyn was already approaching
several more pedestals with ray guns on them, the entire room
seeming dedicated to nothing but prop guns, most of which looked to
be as Jimmy indicated from quite cheesy science fiction films of a
forgotten era. “Maybe he just builds them,” she said. “Like a hobby
or something.”

 


Jimmy put the large Risk Ray up
against his shoulder and looked around, probably fifteen different
pedestals of varying heights spread across the museum like space,
each of them holding a different gun. “I doubt the guy built these.
They all look pretty different, and the quality is surprisingly
good. I mean this baby has some real heft to it,” he said, dropping
the Risk Ray from his shoulder and aiming it around the room,
looking down the sights and pressing his finger over the
trigger.

 


Katelyn was already tapping the side
of a smaller ray gun, brushing some hair aside as she leaned over
looking at it.

 


“What’s that one do?”
Jimmy asked, still playfully aiming the Risk Ray at her.

 


Katelyn turned and looked at him.
“You’d love this one, it says it’s called the Inflato-ray, and
causes anything it hits to blow up like a balloon.”

 


She laughed and Jimmy joined her,
sweeping the gun around and then taking aim on Katelyn once
again.

 


“You better be careful
handling that one, Katelyn, it could cause swelling,” Jimmy said,
waiting until she looked back at the little ray gun.

 


“Funny, but you know these
little wires and connectors are pretty neat looking, retro but
still,” she said, looking over at Jimmy. “What are
doing?”

 


Jimmy made a funny voice, speaking at
her and holding the Risk Ray out at arm’s length. “Fear not
earthling, I am suppressing your resistance to risks!”

 


He pulled the trigger and actually
jumped a little as the gun buzzed and shot out a thin laser beam
right at Katelyn.

 


“Hey…” she said, blocking
her eyes. “You could blind me, ya dummy,” she added,
laughing.

 


“Sheesh,” Jimmy said,
quickly putting the Risk Ray back on its pedestal. “Sorry, had no
idea these things did that.”

 


Katelyn grinned. “They’re props or
something, they probably have little batteries inside them with
lights and lasers. Makes it look neat, right?”

 


Jimmy nodded and stepped over to
another part of the room, several silver guns of varying sizes on
display.

 


As Katelyn turned away from Jimmy she
lightly rubbed at her arm, feeling a bit daring now that he’d
broken the ice and used one of the little prop guns. She hadn’t
been intending on touching the guns, much less pulling the
triggers, just not knowing how fragile they might be, but oddly she
no longer saw a reason not to.

 


Picking up the Inflato-ray, she looked
around the room, holding it up and closing one eye as she aimed it.
Jimmy meanwhile was already holding another ray gun, this one about
the same size as the Risk Ray so requiring both hands to steady
it.

 


“Heh, this one’s called
the Inebriation Gun. Apparently it causes drunkenness or inebriated
behavior.”

 


Katelyn laughed, still playfully
aiming the Inflato-ray around the room as she ducked down and
jumped up from behind pedestals looking over at Jimmy. “Shoot me
with it, go ahead, make my day,” she said, looking all serious for
a moment, then laughing.

 


Jimmy laughed as well looking her
direction. “I thought you said we shouldn’t be playing around with
these things.”

 


Katelyn shrugged. “Changed my mind I
guess, besides it’s fun. Go ahead, shoot me, or shoot
yourself.”

 


Jimmy chuckled and took aim on the
pretty blonde. “Prepare to be inebriated,” he said,
grinning.

 


Pulling the trigger there was a click
and a sudden burst of light, flashing right out the end of it,
flickering in Katelyn’s face. She swayed a bit, nearly dropped the
Inflato-ray, then put a hand to her head.

 


“What’s the matter? Did I
shine it in your eyes again?” Jimmy asked, turning the gun and
looking at the end of it.

 


Katelyn laughed, her voice slurring
quite obviously. “Na, ya made me drunk, hee,” she said, bursting
out in a snort as she walked up to Jimmy and pulled the trigger
while he was staring at the Inebriation Gun.

 


“Hey, wha ya do tha for?”
Jimmy slurred, poking her and then stumbling a bit off
balance.

 


“Yer drunk too,” she said,
both of them laughing.

 


“Gimme that,” Jimmy said,
grabbing the Inflato-ray from Katelyn.

 


“Ooh… ya gonna inflato,
inflirt, infet… gonna blow something up?” Katelyn said, stumbling
over her words as she swayed and made a mock fear look with her
hands to her mouth.

 


“Yeh, gonna blow you
away,” Jimmy said, laughing as he took aim at Katelyn and pulled
the trigger, sending a bright green beam hitting her square on the
left side of her chest.

 


“Ooh, wha…” Katelyn
slurred, eyes widening as her left breast instantly began swelling
up, the sound of air filling her flesh like that of a balloon being
inflated.

 


“Ha, yer a freak,” Jimmy
said, laughing drunkenly as he stared at the blonde girl whose
shirt now pulled to one side, massive tit the size of her head on
the left, her normal little perky boob on the right.

 


“Ya dummy,” Katelyn said,
“gimme that back. Now ah gotta fix it.”

 


Snatching the Inflato-ray from Jimmy,
Katelyn looked at it, looked down at her chest, then raised the gun
and pointed it at her right boob. Pulling the trigger she jumped a
little and watched her right tit swell up faster than ever, both
boobs stretching her bra beneath the shirt until it snapped loose
falling out from under the pulled up material of her
top.

 


“No bra, ha, yer a bimbo,”
Jimmy said, pointing, stumbling back a little and nearly knocking
over one of the pedestals.

 


“Shut up, yer a stupid
head,” Katelyn said, shaking her fist at him as she put the
Inflato-ray back where it belonged.

 


As they stumbled around the room,
grabbing other ray guns, hardly reading the little labels as the
words all blurred together, Jimmy and Katelyn took turns shooting
each other. When one ray froze Katelyn where she stood, Jimmy
enjoyed batting at her big blown up boobs, treating them like
punching bags. When another ray unfroze her, Katelyn grabbed a gun
and shot Jimmy, turning him animated as he comically ran in place,
then fell over and hit his head, animated little birds flittering
around in a circle above him.

 


For almost fifteen minutes the pair of
friends drunkenly roamed the room, grabbing guns, playing around,
ultimately having inebriated fun with whatever effects the guns led
to. And then the drunkenness began to finally wear off.

 


Katelyn was laughing at Jimmy, his
body having returned from the animated world but now his arms all
swollen up as she had fired a Muscle-ray at him. As she stared his
direction, her mind began to clear, the drunken haze lifting, and
suddenly she stopped laughing.

 


“What… what the hell are
we doing, Jimmy?”

 


Jimmy blinked and wiped away his own
tears of laughter, looking around, then staring at his arms, so
bulky he couldn’t even join his hands. “I… holy shit,” he said, but
he wasn’t staring at his arms any longer.

 


Katelyn looked down, eyes widening.
“The hell happened?”

 


Her tits were huge, obscene and
jiggling in her ripped shirt, the stretched blue material of her
top tattered and ruined.

 


“Oh fuck,” Jimmy said, “I
remember now, the… Inebriation Gun. We used it… it worked… they all
work,” he said, everything coming back to him.

 


“The Inflato-ray,” Katelyn
said, leaning back against the wall, lightly reaching up to poke
her blown up boobs. “Dammit… they feel like rubber, we gotta fix
this,” she said, looking at Jimmy’s ripped arms. “And we gotta fix
you too.”

 


Jimmy nodded, looking around. “Over
there, we haven’t messed with those guns yet,” he said, pointing to
a corner of the room where several ray guns still sat on their
pedestals.

 


Katelyn bounced over, literally in a
sense, and began reading the little metal identification plates.
“Here… this one,” she said, grabbing a small silver gun with bronze
accents.

 


“What does it do?” Jimmy
asked.

 


Katelyn looked at him and shrugged.
“Says it’s a Shrink-ray. Maybe it will work, you think?”

 


Jimmy stared at his oversized arms,
his shirt sleeves torn dramatically all the way up to his neck.
“Try it on me first,” he said. “In case it does anything
weird.”

 


Katelyn nodded, hesitating before
aiming the gun at Jimmy’s right arm. “You know, this stuff has to
be worth a fortune… the things these guns do.”

 


“I know, let’s just hope
we can get out of here with our dignity intact,” Jimmy
said.

 


Aiming carefully, Katelyn squeezed the
trigger, bright orange laser light hitting Jimmy right in the
bicep.

 


“Whoa… that feels
strange,” he said, shaking a little, staring at his right arm as it
slowly shrank back down, the muscles thankfully not vanishing but
not so bulked he couldn’t bend his arm anymore.

 


Letting go of the trigger, Katelyn
looked at Jimmy. “How is it? Should I do the other arm?”

 


Jimmy nodded, flexing his right arm up
and down, twisting it around. “Pretty much what I was before, maybe
little bit bigger.”

 


“Good, hold still,”
Katelyn said, firing at his left arm.

 


A few minutes later and Katelyn too
was seeming relieved as she attempted to adjust her torn top over
her smaller more natural breasts. “Are they… right?” Jimmy asked,
blushing.

 


Katelyn jiggled a little, looking down
at her chest. “Maybe a cup size bigger but nothing I can’t explain
away back home. At least they don’t feel like balloons
anymore.”

 


Jimmy nodded. “Good, you’re better as
a party girl than a party balloon any day.”

 


Katelyn laughed and punched him
playfully in the side. “Just put the gun back up, it’s about time
we got out of here, before we mess anything else up.”

 


As Jimmy returned the Shrink-ray back
to its pedestal, Katelyn quickly began picking up all the others,
trying to find where they belonged. She was just reaching for the
Risk Ray when her leg cramped from all their running around. “Darn
it,” she said, dropping the Risk Ray, staring in shock as the
little red laser light went off and shot across the room, hitting
Jimmy directly in the back.

 


“I’m so sorry, Jimmy,
don’t worry it was just the Risk Ray. That one wears off pretty
fast if I remember right,” Katelyn said.

 


Jimmy had been turned away, looking at
some ray guns near the Shrink-ray, several they hadn’t taken from
their displays yet. When he turned and smiled back at Katelyn she
knew it was mischief she saw in his eyes. She’d felt the same way
when he shot her with the Risk Ray, throwing caution to the wind
and grabbing that Inflato-ray, but now Jimmy seemed to be the one
with risk on his mind.

 


“Say, Katelyn,” Jimmy
said, picking up one of the ray guns, one that only needed one hand
to hold and aim. “You know what this one does?”

 


“Jimmy,” Katelyn said,
holding her hand out as she approached him. “Remember, no more time
for fun, okay? We need to rejoin the others.”

 


Jimmy grinned and took aim at her.
“The label says it’s something called a Propagation Pistol, from
the planet Pluto no doubt.”

 


“That’s nice, Jimmy,”
Katelyn said, working her way closer, intending to quietly take the
gun from him before he did anything stupid.

 


“Apparently it makes girls
desperate to mate, to propagate,” Jimmy said, looking down at
Katelyn’s figure. “What do you say, Katelyn, should we risk a
little swelling to another part of your body?”

 


“No, Jimmy… let’s just go,
come on,” Katelyn said, reaching calmly for the gun before her risk
taking best friend could pull the trigger.

 


Jimmy grinned. “Come on, Katelyn, no
risk no reward,” he said, pulling away from her and taking aim.
“Let’s make you a mommy.”

 


Katelyn tried to duck, to dive to one
side, but all she could do was turn her head, the gun clicking but
no light hitting her. In fact, she barely felt as though anything
had happened when he released the trigger and put the Propagation
Pistol down. Maybe it didn’t work, maybe it… she thought staring at
Jimmy.

 


“Dammit,” she said, “now
look what you’ve gone and made me do.”

 


Katelyn grabbed Jimmy by the hand and
pulled him away from the pedestal where the Propagation Pistol lay.
She huffed with frustration as she dragged her friend across the
room towards the door. As soon as they were beyond the various
pedestals in the center of the room, she stopped and turned to face
him.

 


“Now, you’re gonna make me
late, Jimmy.”

 


Jimmy shrugged. “I was kidding around,
Katelyn, come on, we can still get back downstairs.”

 


Katelyn shook her head and looked
around, finding a small bench with cushions on it near the entrance
to the room. Grabbing several of the cushions she tossed them in a
pile on the floor, then stepped over to it. “No, Jimmy, you’re
going to make me late. Now hurry up,” Katelyn said, motioning him
forward.

 


As Jimmy stepped up to her, he smiled,
watching Katelyn drop first to her knees then lay back pushing the
cushions down where they propped up her hips. “Hurry up?” Jimmy
asked, cracking a wide grin.

 


Katelyn nodded. “Hurry up and fuck a
baby in me; darn it, now it’s all I can think of.”

 


Jimmy tore at his jeans, unzipping,
dropping them, stepping out of them and letting his boxers fall.
“Sure, Katelyn, sounds risky,” he said, laughing.

 


Katelyn moaned as Jimmy moved in over
top of her, the position she had her hips at perfect for him to tug
her panties out from under her skirt. She looked up at him and
nodded. “You might regret it when that Risk Ray wears off but
something tells me that stupid Propagation Pistol never stops. Just
hurry up, get your dick inside me. I need you pumping as much sperm
up in my womb as possible.”

 


“Ungh,” Jimmy grunted
pressing his cock against her tight little opening, nudging it
deeper slowly. “Is that what you want, Katelyn?” he
groaned.

 


Katelyn locked her legs behind him,
giving a twist and yanking him fully inside her in one thrust.
“Oooh… fuck, THAT is what I want, Jimmy. Unhh… yes, yes, fuck me,
come on, Jimmy, fuck me… flood my pussy with sperm, just hurry up
and knock me up!”

 


Jimmy reached out and grabbed at
Katelyn’s tits, squeezing them, playing with them, staring at her
nipples each and every thrust of his hips. He grunted, thrusting,
feeling her tighten her muscles around his dick, feeling her pull
him deeper, until at last he was punching so deep inside her he
felt the gripping walls of her milking at him, squeezing, trying
their best to force him into cumming.

 


“Ungh… oh Katelyn… unhhh,”
Jimmy moaned.

 


“Hurry, Jimmy, oh… ohhhh
fuck, just hurry and fuck that baby juice up in me. Make me a
mommy, fucking inflate my womb with your sticky seed,” Katelyn
cried out.

 


Jimmy was a blur, fucking into
Katelyn, hips slapping hard against her, balls smacking as they
soon seized up and began churning forth heavy ropes of cum,
spraying her insides wildly, saturating every corner of Katelyn’s
needy pussy. He sweatily thrust into her several more times before
groaning and rolling to one side, breathing heavily next to her on
the floor.

 


“Oooh, mmm, good job,
Jimmy,” Katelyn gasped, pressing a hand over her belly, lowering
that hand and keeping her hips elevated so nothing of Jimmy could
escape her. She stared into Jimmy’s eyes, seeing the already fading
effects of the Risk Ray as realization of what they just did struck
his clearer thinking head.

 


“Don’t get any ideas of
leaving, Jimmy,” Katelyn said pointing at him, lowering her eyes to
his spent cock. “You get yourself hard again and you fuck that cock
back where it belongs. I want you pumping so much seed inside my
pussy there’s no chance I’m not pregnant. You’re gonna knock me up,
make these tits swell with milk, and you’re gonna enjoy
it.”

 


Jimmy tried not to be a little
excited, realizing just how dumb this really was, how completely
unnecessary a risk they both were taking. As Katelyn massaged her
tits with one hand, patting her propped up belly with the other, he
just couldn’t help grinning, a grin she shared as she motioned him
forward.

 


“Come on, Jimmy, you’re
the one who insisted on playing around with those ray guns. Now
it’s time to play around with me, so get that cock in me and fuck
me preggo. Forget about rejoining the others, we’ll take our
chances here.”

 


As Katelyn began moaning again, Jimmy
only nodded, gritting his teeth as he slid his cock right back into
her cum bloated belly. The only sounds echoing throughout the
apparent ray gun display room were slaps of flesh against flesh, of
moans and gasps, grunts and groans, and occasionally of Katelyn
talking dirty to Jimmy in order to coax yet another load out of him
and into her where she needed it most.

 


They’d always played together; now
they just took that playing to a bit more serious
consequences.

 


 


 


 


 


* * *

 


 



 Alexis and Caleb

 


 


 


The room was furthest down the hall,
the walk just to reach the door definitely more strenuous than the
average homeowner probably had. But then most homeowners didn’t
need to pass by twenty-four doors just to reach the room they were
entering.

 


Caleb had to wonder how that guy
managed it, how he lived in such a huge place without having staff
everywhere. The stonework was breathtaking in the room, huge
boulders seemingly mortared together of unmatched quality and skill
from floor to ceiling. The twin fireplaces on either side of the
room flickered with the embers of dying logs, a fire having been
burning in both for quite some time by the point Alexis stood
staring at them.

 


The flooring was marble, one enormous
slab of it, with veins and colors neither had ever seen outside of
the occasional magazine featuring some glamorous European castle.
The ceiling was high and gothic with spires pointing down, the
chandelier so big they each could have sat on top of it and had
room for several friends.

 


There was no arguing, the room was
worth the walk, but it was none of the fancy architectural features
or stonework which had Caleb near captivated as soon as they shut
the door to the hall behind them.

 


“Thank god,” Caleb said,
walking right up to the enormous dining room table occupying the
center of the room.

 


“Caleb, come on, you can’t
be thinking about eating that,” Alexis said, folding her arms and
tilting her head to one side as even she too couldn’t totally
ignore the sheer smell of so many baked goods all on one grand
spread.

 


“Fuck it,” Caleb said, “we
walked a mile to get here, and I feel like just about another mile
down that hall just now. I don’t care, I’m having
something.”

 


Alexis slapped his hand away as he
went to reach for a muffin. “Stop it, Caleb, seriously. This isn’t
our house and besides, doesn’t this all make you wonder just why
this is here?”

 


Caleb rubbed his hand where she’d
slapped it, looking her right in the eyes. “Alexis, come on, look
at all this. We could each stuff our faces and you still might not
even notice anything was missing. Who cares why it is here, it’s
all going to spoil or something, right?”

 


They’d long dated, up and down
relationship, mostly down due to their wildly different
personalities. Caleb liked to go with the flow; Alexis liked to
keep the flow under control. Neither of them had proven
exceptionally good at maintaining whatever control they liked
during the two years they dated. Still, they were voted cutest
couple two years running in the yearbook, and as ludicrous as that
was an excuse to stick it out, they both had, Alexis with her
levelheaded rich auburn hair always shaking no and Caleb with his
spiky blonde hair nodding yes.

 


“I mean, Caleb,” Alexis
said, putting her hands on her hips. “Why is there a dining room up
here; aren’t dining rooms usually on the main floor?”

 


Caleb shrugged, again reaching for a
muffin as Alexis stepped in front of him. “The guy has a lot of
rooms, he probably has a dining room down there too,
babe.”

 


Alexis shook her head. “And he just
happens to have a full spread of fresh baked goods up here? I mean
look at this, pies, cakes, muffins, doesn’t this bother
you?”

 


Caleb ran a hand over his spiky hair.
“Yeah, yeah, it bothers me you keep blocking me from trying a damn
muffin, babe. Lighten up, it’s just food.”

 


Alexis threw her hands up, Caleb
stepping up even closer, trying to reach past her. “Listen, Caleb,
something isn’t right. The guy warned us about coming up here, and
he seemed pretty adamant about no one touching whatever was in
these rooms.”

 


“So the guy doesn’t want
his stuff touched,” Caleb said, holding a hand up, trying to slip
it by Alexis. “He’s a weird guy, but I doubt he’ll miss a few
muffins or pieces of pie.”

 


Alexis stomped her foot, butting his
hand out from beside her. “That’s just it, Caleb, he’s weird.
Something was off about the guy; I could tell the moment he
answered the door.”

 


Caleb folded his arms, sighing. “What,
because he didn’t have his staff answering the door or
something?”

 


“No, because he has a
look… you know, the kind of look you see on people who aren’t used
to things not going their way.”

 


Caleb laughed, again rubbing at his
head. “You mean like the look you have right now stopping me from
trying a muffin. Baby, if looks are something to worry about, check
a mirror. You’re a little obsessed, sometimes.”

 


Alexis frowned. “I’m trying to save
your life,” she said.

 


“From a muffin, shit,
baby, I’m sorry, I never thought the killer muffins were on the
loose. Thanks soooo much for saving me,” Caleb said, rolling his
eyes.

 


“Fine,” Alexis said,
stepping to one side, “have a damn muffin, but seriously food
poisoning is a pretty easy way to go and you don’t necessarily
taste it before it’s too late.”

 


Caleb gave her a dismissive wave.
“Whatever, you read that junk in one of those mystery novels or
something? I have an iron stomach, can handle anything, and I’m
hungry as hell.”

 


Alexis looked at her stubborn
boyfriend, puffing her bottom lip out angrily, blowing some reddish
brown hair from her forehead. “You shouldn’t be that hungry, and
you should listen to me once in a while, Caleb.”

 


Caleb nodded, pushing the carefully
chosen muffin up towards his lips, grinning the entire time. “Mmm…
oh no, mmm, the muffin is out to get me… mmmmaaaaaahhhh!” he
laughed, spitting a bit as he openly gorged himself, taking several
quick big bites of muffin.

 


“Funny, very funny, see if
someone gets to lay a finger on his girlfriend the rest of the
month,” Alexis said, folding her arms and turning away.

 


Caleb just laughed, finishing off the
one muffin, licking his lips, thrusting crumb covered fingers into
his mouth as he snatched up another one. “Mmm… these are fucking
awesome,” he said, salivating over every smell from the table, the
food just so much better than even his hunger would have had him
believe.

 


Bite after bite, even the crumbs were
delicious, but midway through his third muffin, Caleb found himself
looking at Alexis, seeing the way she sulked and stared into the
nearby fireplace. “Babe, mmm… don’t be upset,” he said, licking his
fingers and walking over beside her.

 


Alexis pulled her shoulders away when
Caleb tried to wrap an arm around her. She didn’t even bother to
look at him, fuming from his mocking tone and dismissal over
perfectly valid concerns.

 


“Alexis, mmm… you know I
really only care about your little muffins,” Caleb said, stepping
around in front of her.

 


“That’s not cute, Caleb,”
Alexis said, giving him her best angry look, a well practiced
maneuver of both arching her eyebrows and puckering her lips, but
one that seemed not to even faze her rather wide eyed
boyfriend.

 


“But babe, you know your
muffins taste so much better than anything on that table… and they
are the cutest muffins in the room,” Caleb said, reaching right out
and grabbing her tits through her shirt.

 


“What the hell, stop it,”
Alexis said, pulling back. “I told you no touching, you don’t
deserve it for your attitude.”

 


Caleb pushed right forward, standing
so close she could smell his muffin scented breath. He then reached
up, grabbed the straps holding her shirt up and pulled, one quick
jerking movement, ripping both straps in two, his hungry eyes
staring at her.

 


“You fucking idiot,” she
shouted, reaching up to grab at her shirt, keeping it from falling
open. “You know how much this top cost?”

 


“Mmm… I wanna taste your
muffins, babe. I need to, they’re soooo good,” Caleb said, grabbing
her hands and pulling them away, licking his lips as he stared
right down at her ruined shirt.

 


“You’re crazy,” Alexis
said, struggling a bit as Caleb pulled her wrists together and held
them up behind her head, forcing her to thrust her chest out toward
him.

 


“Crazy about your muffins,
mmm… I bet yours are so much juicier than the ones on that table.
Juicy tasty little muffins,” he said, raving on and drooling as he
reached for her shirt, gripping the material and yanking downward
so hard, she heard the threading tear, her bra slipping right down
with it.

 


“Mmm…” Caleb grunted,
letting go of her wrists, clapping both of his big hands over her
perky breasts. He squeezed them, felt them, pulled them away from
her chest, leaning down and opening his mouth.

 


“Stop… stop it right now,
you’re sick… this is sick, Caleb,” Alexis shouted, trying to pull
away, feeling helpless as her boyfriend closed his lips over the
first of her nipples.

 


“Mmm… nope,” he said,
popping his lips off and moving to the next nipple. “The food was
sooo good, the muffins sooo yummy; now… mmm… now I just need
something to drink.”

 


Alexis stared at him, biting her lip,
feeling the energy with which he was fervently kissing and suckling
at her tits, his strong fingers squeezing them again and again. She
breathed in raspy breaths, putting her hands on his shoulders,
trying her best to push him away.

 


“What… the hell… are you
thinking, Caleb?” she gasped. “Stop this… stop this right now… I’m
not in the mood,” she sighed.

 


Caleb grinned as he popped his mouth
from one of her tits, a tiny string of drool still attached, his
mouth watering, his appetite so much stronger with every passing
second. “I wanna big glass of milk to wash down the muffins, babe…
mmm, something tells me you got the best milk in the room, right
here,” he said, squeezing each of her tits and returning his lips
to her nipples.

 


Alexis widened her eyes, pulling as
best she could, unable to escape his firm grasp, his lips doing
amazing things they’d never done before as she trembled with
unwanted pleasure. “Are you nuts, unhh… Caleb, please… uhhh… stop
it, please oh… oh fuck,” she gasped.

 


She tossed her dark reddish hair back,
sliding down to her knees, falling to the cool marble floor as
Caleb just slowly fell with her, his lips never leaving her tits,
alternating from one to the other, suckling so hard she nearly felt
breathless.

 


“Mmmpphh… mmm,” Caleb
moaned, inhaling so strongly his cheeks hollowed out, sucking in
again and again, slathering her entire tits with his tongue,
rubbing the remnants of muffin crumbs against her soft supple flesh
as he continued to suckle.

 


“Oh… oh Caleb, please… we
can’t… you… can’t,” Alexis said, moaning, nearly orgasming right
there on the floor from the violent way he continued to thrust one
tit and then the other deep into his mouth.

 


“Mmmmphhh… mmm… but you
will,” he said, popping his lips off, squeezing her tits up
together so she could see just what an effect his efforts were
having. “You’ll give me some milk and then I’ll eat more… mmm… and
then… more milk!” Caleb said, his eyes crazed as he grabbed both of
her tits, squeezing them, pulling on them, pinching them and then
diving back down with his mouth open wide.

 


“No… noooo…. oooohhh
yesssss!” she shouted, eyes shooting open, chest heaving, but more
than that, something strange happening, a sensation like she’d
never felt before.

 


Caleb gurgled a bit, opened his mouth
and grinned as he looked Alexis in the eyes. “Told you,” he said,
thin little trickles of white dripping from his lips.

 


Alexis breathed, stared at him, then
looked down to where he was massaging and fondling her tits. She
barely could even think what to say, how to react at the somewhat
shocking sight. Her nipples were oozing white, occasionally little
thin sprays as he squeezed his fist around her flesh, rubbing his
hands across her chest, yanking her nearly up off the floor as he
grabbed her brutalized tits.

 


“Mmmmore… more milk,”
Caleb groaned, sounding mindless in his craving. He dove down,
unhinging his jaw practically as he shoveled her left tit right
into the back of his throat, sucking as best he could.

 


“Oh… unhh, unhhh…” Alexis
gasped, staring, unable to blink, watching as her right tit sprayed
random spritzes of warm milk all over the side of Caleb’s face, his
own efforts proving more than successful as she knew he was
drinking just as much from her left nipple.

 


“Mmm… you’re sooo
delicious, babe, soooo good. I’m gonna drink you dry,” he said,
licking his lips, grabbing her tits and squeezing them, spraying
ever thicker squirts of milk right at her face, letting it rain
down all over her dark red hair, laughing as he held one breast up
and squeezed it toward his open mouth.

 


Soon enough, Caleb seemed to hunger
once more, his appetite ravenous, his eyes glazed over as many of
the baked goods were on the dining table. He scooped up pieces of
pie, muffins, slices of cake, shoveling them in his mouth, and
Alexis lay exhausted on the floor, watching him.

 


“What… what… is…” she
barely whispered, tired, satisfied more than she could remember,
the feelings of near unmatched orgasm after orgasm in time with his
vacuum like suckling at her tits.

 


She looked down at her chest, her
breasts so swollen looking, so much fuller, so much heavier. Her
nipples were darker, and even in the light of the nearby fire, she
could see the effects his brutal grasps and gropes were having to
her. Trying to sit up, she felt her tits shifting, heard the
literal sloshing of liquid inside them, her nipples spurting little
sprays just from her movements.

 


And then Caleb was back, crumbs all
down his shirt, stains of milk from earlier. He was looking at her
with the simple desire of thirst, like a man driven mad by years in
a desert. His cravings for her came not from a desert, she thought,
but more from a dessert. She stared at him, her mouth open, trying
to find the words.

 


“Mmm… Alexis,” he groaned,
kneeling down. “I’m gonna suck sooooo much milk out of you,” Caleb
grinned, bending over, grabbing her tits and latching onto a
swollen nipple.

 


“Oh… ohhhh yessss,” Alexis
moaned less than a minute later. She lay back, arching her chest up
off the floor, watching through aroused eyes as her boyfriend
milked her fattening teats, suckling hard at her udders, turning
her into his little cow slut, forcing her to spew so incredibly
much milk down his throat that she felt a puddle forming on the
floor around her.

 


Time passed, and the table slowly
cleared, Caleb never giving up, never feeling full. Alexis felt
full though, she thought. She felt fuller than she ever had, her
stretched and milky tits sloshing all over as she tried sitting up,
her nipples spontaneously spurting, raining down dribbles of warm
fluid all over her lap.

 


She’d never be the same, she thought,
trying to lift one of her tits, her muscles weakened all over by so
many orgasms. Her tits would never be the perky little handfuls she
had entering this dining room. Her boyfriend would also never be
the thin guy he used to be, but somehow it didn’t bother her. He
might have stuffed his face, but his lips had somehow stuffed her
tits and as long as he kept drinking, she felt like they could
never be apart.

 


“Mmm…” she moaned, feeling
his lips once again clasp over her distended nipple. If just his
sucking was this good, she could hardly wait for his
fucking.

 


The dining room was grand, the table
quite large. The fireplaces barely glowed with left over embers. As
somewhere outside the darkened windows a storm slowly began to
fade, the dining room was not the only place of appetites being
sated. Twenty-five rooms, forbidden rooms in a mansion most
mysterious, each held enough insulation within their walls to hide
their passions and pleasures from the next. Control was a fickle
thing, particularly for those within these rooms. It came and it
went, but it never truly faded away like the storm
outside.

 


 


 


 


 


* * *

 


 


 



 The Conclusion

 


 


 


Stepping into the parlor, Mr. Grey
barely even looked around at the vast empty room, not a single
student there. He casually walked to a large side table running
along the wall near the arched foyer opening. Some steps behind
him, Penny Price, schoolteacher, chaperone, ever responsible and
upright beacon of the local high school followed. Joseph, the bus
driver, in turn followed her.

 


“I believe these will
suffice, Penelope,” Mr. Grey said, opening a drawer on the table
and lifting out some sharp scissors of the kind used for cutting
through only the toughest and thickest material.

 


“The… the students,” she
said, blinking, looking around, confused.

 


Joseph barely changed his expression,
staring at Mrs. Price, his eyes calm, his demeanor relaxed as
though all the stresses of his day had melted away in just the past
thirty minutes.

 


Mr. Grey held the scissors out,
allowing the young teacher to take them. He then looked around, a
finger rising thoughtfully to his chin. “Ah yes, your students; I
wouldn’t concern myself with their wellbeing anymore, Penelope.
They made their choices, they sealed their fate. I have little
doubt they are experiencing the results of those choices now. I did
after all provide concise and clear warning, did I not?”

 


“Sho’ nuf did,” Joseph
said, smiling placidly.

 


Penny stared at the scissors, then
looked down at her blouse, barely thinking as she looked around the
room. “The children though… I’m… I’m responsible for them,” she
calmly spoke, words slurring just slightly as she snapped the
scissors closed, then opened them, only to repeat the action as she
watched Mr. Grey.

 


“You’re mistaken, Mrs.
Price, and it’s quite the understandable mistake. You see, they are
adults now, children no longer. They grow up, they face the world,
they make their choices. I warned about my home, about the control
I have spent a lifetime collecting. Not every young mind is
prepared for control. Some minds are, some minds excel beyond their
natural proclivities.”

 


As Mr. Grey paced, his hand up,
emphasizing words as though lecturing, Penny Price continued to
watch him, her fingers gripping the heavy scissors, moving the
scissors across her bare skin, the sound of fabric falling away
somewhere distant and nearly out of thought.

 


“I must confess, Mrs.
Price, that I wasn’t completely honest with you, at least in the
sense of revealing all foreknowledge of this chance meeting of
ours. I have sought control in corporations, in the meeting halls
of foreign countries, in the very businesses many of your young
minds will one day labor. I have only recently however acquired a
distinct fancy for the shaping of those minds. Your principal will
no doubt be anticipating your late return, a return not tonight,
but in the morning. He also will hold no surprise for the brand new
bus I have arriving here once the sun rises, the bus to carry you
and your students safely back to school.”

 


“You’re donating a new
bus, how kind of you,” Penny said, smiling as she knelt down and
pressed the scissors against her skirt.

 


Mr. Grey settled his striking gaze on
the young teacher, cutting his eyes sharply to Joseph who merely
sat on the edge of a couch and watched the attractive woman
carefully.

 


“I’m donating much more
than a bus. Control, the one thing lacking in so much of the world,
that is what I truly am bestowing on your school. It was not chance
you broke down so close to my home, and it was not by mere chance
this storm arose which even now is silencing to peaceful calm. My
efforts of control have proven successful beyond much of your
comprehension. The students were given a choice, a chance to relent
to my control or to seek their own by breaking the single rule I
gave them. Their actions were known by me, even as I gave them that
choice.”

 


Penny stood up, swaying a little as
she held the scissors back, snipping the band she had holding her
hair neatly in place.

 


“Young minds are all the
same, and ultimately they each lose control the same way, for the
same reasons. I explained that I have a passion for my collections
but you see Penelope, my collections have a passion all their own.
Each door, each threshold crossed, the passions are merely waiting.
Once the room has been entered, the passion is loose, the control
is given… or perhaps the control is taken. You understand though,
everyone faces a choice, and the choices lead to their ultimate
fates, the fate of those fifty minds on the second floor of my
home.”

 


Joseph was staring at Mrs. Price,
stroking at a growth of beard on his chin when Mr. Grey approached
him.

 


“Joseph here understands
passion, do you not?” Mr. Grey asked, patting him on the
shoulder.

 


“I reck’n I got sum’ that
right now,” Joseph said, licking his lips, adjusting how he sat as
Penny turned to face him.

 


“That’s good, Joseph,” Mr.
Grey said, walking over to the pretty young teacher, quietly taking
the scissors back from her. “But the question you should be asking
yourself, Joseph, isn’t do you have the passion… but do you have a
cent to your name?”

 


Penny wasn’t entirely sure where the
conversation had gone, where her students had gone, where any of
this was leading. She felt chilled, the air breezy in the large
parlor. Something was just beyond her grasp but meeting the cool
and confident eyes of their generous host, she felt the comfort at
knowing he would make everything clear for her.

 


“I gots a pair of em’,”
Joseph said rather bluntly, reaching in his pocket and holding out
two shiny copper coins.

 


Mr. Grey smiled. “That’s good, then I
guess Penelope, this is where I must be off. Such a name of
nobility and class, you made your choice when you chose to go by
the name Penny. Penny Price, quite fitting, wouldn’t you say,
Joseph?”

 


Joseph stood up, held out the pennies
in his hand and approached the attractive young teacher.

 


“Take them, Penny, take
your price… and I trust Joseph will be more than satisfied with his
purchase.”

 


As soon as Joseph pressed the shiny
coins into her hand, Penny blinked and looked down at herself.
She’d barely been aware of what she was doing, so focused on their
host, but now she could see, now she understood. Her blouse had
been cut so high the bottoms of her tits swayed and jiggled with
every movement. Her skirt had been cut short enough that her
panties could be seen, panties she felt moisten as soon as the
pennies touched her flesh.

 


“Every woman has her
price, Penny Price,” Mr. Grey said. “Yours just happens to be quite
low.”

 


She blinked and looked at Joseph with
new eyes, her body melting against his. She flicked her tongue out,
kissing him, pushing her body against his, clawing her fingernails
up and down his back.

 


“Mmm… Mrs. Price, whatcha
gimme for the pennies?” Joseph asked, hugging her, sliding his
hands down to her hips, feeling her heat, her softness, her supple
smaller frame against his.

 


Penny Price grinned, flashing a wicked
glimmer like the proper teacher never had a day in her life. She
winked and stepped away only long enough to grab hold of her cut
off blouse. “Joseph, honey, mmm… it gets you these and everything
attached to them,” Penny said, ripping her blouse open violently,
tearing her bra off and tossing it to the nearby couch.

 


She massaged her tits, squeezed them,
brought one nipple up and attempted to lick it, to bite it, all for
the pleasure of her paying customer.

 


Joseph grinned a toothy grin, grabbing
the young woman and kissing her, fondling her tits, nearly falling
to the floor with her, their hands all over each other. As she
rocked up and down moments later, fucking the bus driver, humping
him like the seasoned whore she was, Penny listened to Mr.
Grey.

 


“You still have control,
Mrs. Price, control that was given, the control over your students.
In the morning when you depart, use that control, or give it away.
After all I am certain more than a few of your students have some
pennies to spare.”

 


He casually walked away, towards the
arched door to the foyer, toward the stairs that led up. Behind
him, Penny Price cried out in pleasure, her young body fucked hard,
fucked heavy, her tits manhandled quite thoroughly as Joseph got
his money’s worth out of her. She pictured the students, pictured
their faces, then licked her lips as she thought of them all
handing her pennies, one after another after another. She was a
whore, and a cheap one. They needed to learn from her.

 


“Joseph, feel free to use
the first floor to your heart’s content,” Mr. Grey called out. “I
have plenty to attend to upstairs. Young minds might be easy to
control but young bodies often leave quite the cleanup when
passions take over. There are fifty shades of control upstairs,
fifty shades of lust, fifty shades of passion. But alas, there is
only one of me.”

 


 


 


 


 


 


The End
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and turn the tale will take next. Comedic stories or tales of
horror, you will find something of all genres to appeal to every
possible mood or kink.

Kris is most famously known not just for mind
control erotica, but breast expansion, bimbo-creating, slut-making,
and even giantess tales and comics. Whether you are wanting a
simple story of overwhelming seduction of innocence or a tale with
legend and myth, where everything from demons, leprechauns, or even
the Easter Bunny make an appearance, you can find a bit of
everything served up from Kris P. Kreme.






 


Find Kris P. Kreme
Online:

 


My Website:

http://www.talesfromthekreme.com

 


Smashwords:

http://www.smashwords.com/profile/view/krispkreme

 


Twitter:

http://twitter.com/kremetales

 



 




cover.jpg





